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NOAH’S ARK 
CHAPTER I 


Tue soft drizzle of rain that had been slowly 
saturating the already surfeited countryside 
was turning into a steady downpour as the late 
summer evening wore on. It filled the rushing 
gutters to overflowing; sent wide rivulets spurt- 
ing violently across the muddy highways; cov- 
ered the lush growth of soft meadows; set 
peaceable streams to racing with such tempes- 
tuous madness that they forgot their prescribed 
courses and flung themselves over the low val- 
leys, stretching out grasping fingers for still 
more space. And somewhere in the vagueness 
of distance a swollen stream swirled menacingly 
about the bridge piles that had for so long 
reared their proud heights above the little 
river. 

Heavy drops spattered the glistening foliage 
of thick shrubs, making them quiver silently in 
the gray-green light of the departing day. 
Through the silver screen of sodden moisture 
low, white-washed houses gleamed like sullen 
ghosts reaching forth arms of walls in search of 
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a resting place. Tracts of cool forest lands 
loomed black and disturbing, forming square 
patches of deepened darkness against the dark. 
Long lines of evenly trimmed trees fled precipi- 
tously over the hills in search of the sun that 
had once sent the warm sap coursing their veins. 

The headlight of a swiftly moving train cut 
the rain-soaked dusk. It flashed sharply 
against the glistening rails and for the moment 
threw everything about it into dim relief, and 
then sent all flying back into dense obscurity. 
Against the red glow of the fire-box the gleam- 
ing, half-naked body of the fireman moved, au- 
tomatically, rhythmically, forever feeding the 
flames that actuated the Express into writhing 
‘across the long stretch that is Continental 
Europe. In the wake of the squeaking, puffing 
engine raced blurred spots of light sent from 
compartment windows to be quickly swallowed 
up by the night. 

A rising wind lashed the elements to a more 
intense fury. Great sheets of rain swooped 
diagonally across the nose of the engine and 
were thrown back against the sides of the ears, 
striking against the window panes with metallic 
sound. Heavy streams of water veiled the out- 
side world from the crowded occupants of the 
Express, who jostled and pushed against each 
other, seeking their places. All Hurope seemed 
in the throes of change, hastening to cities, 
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spas, cures, resorts, with frantic eagerness. 
The heat of warm bodies hung heavy on the 
thick, smoky air; the sound of many languages 
filled the narrow corridors. 

Along one such corridor the conductor made 
his way, pushing through the mélee, calling 
loudly for tickets, thrusting his head into a 
compartment, clicking his punch, then back 
again into the long side aisle. He halted be- 
fore an old man with a great white beard who 
supported himself with the aid of a cane and 
the brass rod across the broad window pane. 
The man shifted his weight from a crippled 
foot and with great effort pulled a long ticket 
from the pocket of his baggy corduroys, de- 
manding, at the same time, a place. The guard 
clipped the ticket, shrugged his shoulders, and 
passed on. As he turned his back the cripple 
spat venomously and muttered a curse in a 
strange, guttural tongue. 

The conductor stepped into a compartment, 
his hand outstretched. A heavy faced woman, 
bare-headed, a shawl about her thick shoulders, 
tore off the remnants of meat from a chicken 
bone, pushed the meat into her mouth, threw 
the bone onto the floor, and with greasy fingers 
pulled up her skirt and removed two billets 
from a pocket in her voluminous petticoat, 
pointing, at the same time, to the child beside 
her. The boy, already glutted with food, whined 
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sleepily. The woman smacked him smartly 
across the side of the head. The guard re- 
turned the tickets and turned to the couple 
facing the woman and child. 

A young, fresh-complexioned country girl 
looked up at him out of great, dark eyes and 
shuddered slightly as the man beside her held 
out two tickets. The conductor noted the desti- 
nation—Paris—and glanced casually at the 
girl’s escort as he handed back the billets. The 
man, small, dapper, well dressed, smirked 
knowingly. His hard, thin face, covered with 
sores and scars of sores, twisted sickeningly 
even as he grinned. The girl made an effort to 
return the smile of her companion. The woman 
across from her folded up the wicker lunch 
box. The guard stepped backwards into the 
corridor. 

Beside the window a priest stood, his head 
lowered as though reading from the breviary 
that rested on his hands folded across his 
stomach. His long skirts, just revealing the 
broad-toed shoes, flapped lightly as the train 
swayed back and forth. But from beneath his 
lowered eyelids he watched the scene in the 
compartment, and his finely chiseled, aesthetic 
face held a look of pathos commingled with a 
sympathy that seemed to suggest that he un- 
derstood the frailties and faults of the human 
race with a compassionate perception. He 
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nodded to the guard and held out his ticket. 

“‘T will find a seat for you in just a few 
moments, Padre.’’ The conductor looked at the 
priest and then spoke in French. 

‘“Thank you, my son,’’ the black-frocked man 
returned, and went back to his reading, his lips 
moving as his eyes scanned the well known 
seript. 

«< «And the Lord said in his heart, I will not 
again curse the ground any more for Man’s 
sake; for the imagination of Man’s heart is evil 
from his youth,’ ’’ he read. 

He glanced once more towards the compart- 
ment that enclosed the girl and her companion, 
and then with a sigh turned to the mist-clouded 
window. He rubbed a clear space with the 
palm of his hand and peered out. He could 
barely discern, now, the swift-passing clumps 
of woods; even the faint lights in the infrequent 
houses seemed thin and far removed. 

‘¢ ‘Neither will I smite any more everything 
living, as I have done.’’’ The priest perused 
his book. 

A mad burst of rain flung itself against the 
window pane. A fitting night to be reading 
Genesis, he thought. ‘‘ ‘And I do now set my 
bow in the clouds and it shall be a covenant 
between me and the earth,’’’ the black robed 
man read on. ‘‘ ‘But men continued to remain 
wicked in their hearts—’’’ His attention was 
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roused once more by a noisy altercation in the 
next compartment. His eyes roved from the 
words before them. 

The conductor had stopped before a heavy- 
set woman whose full skirts spread out over 
the seat about her. On her lap was a tiny 
child, and she had tendered one ticket for the 
two of them. As she stretched forth her hand, 
however, the billet fluttered to the floor. The 
guard reached for it but his eyes fell upon an- 
other pair of feet and from beneath the 
woman’s skirts he pulled forth a lanky boy, 
and he was now demanding the extra fare. 
The woman protested violently, but in the end 
was forced to reach for her bag, while the 
others in the compartment smiled in derision. 

Across from her sat a square-jawed Swede, 
staring vacantly before him, his sightless eyes 
motionless in their reddened sockets. Beside 
him was a Turk, his furtive gaze roving from 
the ticket in the Swede’s hatband to the half- 
sleeping Greek opposite himself. Then with a 
swift gesture the Turk quickly removed the 
ticket and as the guard turned, tendered it as 
_ his own. The Swede, hearing the demands for 
tickets, reached up his hand to his hat and felt 
about. 

‘‘T’ve been robbed!’’ The Swede jumped to 
his feet, shrieking. 
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**He did it!’? The Greek pointed an accusing 
finger at the Turk and began a voluble explana- 
tion in his own tongue. 

**Tt’s a lie! I took nothing!’”? In Turkish 
the accused man tried to vindicate himself. 

The other passengers in the corridor crowded 
about the door, each picking up the argument 
in his own language. A torrent of voices smote 
the air; shrill tongues made strident sounds. 
A tramp, stretched out on his stomach on the 
roof of the car, dragged himself towards the 
ventilator and tried to listen. But he could 
make little sense of the discordant torrent of 
sound, and, shivering with the cold and rain, 
he finally desisted and began knotting a hand- 
kerchief about his wrist, tying it to the ventila- 
tor that he might not fall off in case he should 
doze or become numb with exposure. The blind 
Swede paid an extra fare; the guard passed 
on; the priest returned to his reading. 

‘<<¢But men continued to remain wicked in 
their hearts,’’’ he began again, ‘‘ ‘and they 
said: Go to, let us build us a city and a tower 
whose top may reach unto heaven; and let us 
make us a name, lest we be scattered abroad 
upon the face of the whole earth ... and the 
Lord came down to see the city and the tower, 
which the children of men builded . . . Go to, 
let us go down and there confound their lan- 
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guage. ... So the Lord scattered them abroad 
from thence upon the face of all the earth; and 
they left off to build the city.’ ”’ 

The Tower of Babel! The priest raised his 
eyes from his book and stared out the window. 
To all parts of the world these words might be 
applied. As the task masters of old lashed at 
their struggling slaves so now do the great fac- 
tories break slowly but surely man’s body and 
mind. As Israel turned from the Truth and 
set up the Golden Calf, so even as the ages 
pass; as races vanish and kingdoms rise and 
fall, does the worship of the Idol remain Man’s 
greatest religion, the priest told himself. Stoek 
markets; gambling houses; jewels; property; 
gold; gold; always the cry for more and more 
gold. He shook his head. 

Towards the end of the corridor three men 
stood leaning against the side of the train, evi- 
dently waiting for the conductor. About them 
was piled their luggage, heavily strapped bags 
and boxes. Although each was undoubtedly 
beyond the student age, each wore the cross sash 
of an Heidelberg student corps, revealed as he 
pushed back his mackintosh which had recently 
sheltered him from the rain. Hach puffed on a 
slender, black cigar, filling the air with thin, 
blue smoke. 

As the conductor approached, the largest of 
the three men beckoned to him, drawing him 
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to one side. He reached into his pocket and 
drew forth a well filled wallet, opening it 
slowly. 

““You have a private compartment for my 
two friends and myself, have you not?’’? The 
man spoke a meticulous French tinged with a 
Russian accent. 

The conductor looked up at the questioner 
and then at the wallet. He nodded his head 
slowly. ‘‘It is possible that I may be able to 
arrange for one for you,’’ he returned. 

““Very well.’’ The large man carefully 
selected a bank note of considerable size and 
pressed it into the guard’s itching palm. 

““This way, please.’’ The conductor threw 
open the door to the next car. 

The three men with the Heidelberg sashes 
picked up their baggage and silently followed 
their leader through into the car ahead. They 
waited until the conductor unlocked the door of 
a compartment, and the three filed in. 

‘‘This will be quite private,’’ the conductor 
assured them, nodding his head vigorously. 
‘Thank you, sir, thank you very much.’’ He 
bowed to the three men and backed out the 
door, closing it after him. 

A small group of people standing in the cor- 
ridor looked eagerly towards the conductor— 
some even menacingly—as they watched the 
three men being shown into the vacant compart- 
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ment. But the door was quickly closed in their 
faces, and there was nothing to do but to re- 
turn to their old positions along the windows. 

‘‘That was a clever stroke, Ivan.’’? The big 
Russian’s dark haired, dark eyed companion 
commended his friend’s sagacity by clapping 
him heartily on the shoulder. 

‘‘Ah, no, Armand, no!’’ Ivan laughed cyni- 
cally and patted the fat wallet that still rested 
in his hand. ‘‘That was not clever; it was 
merely an illustration of the power of money. 
Why are those poor oafs standing out there 
staring in at us, desiring our places? Simply 
because they have not enough money to buy 
what we were able to buy. In other words, 
they have no power.’’ 

‘‘But, my friend,’’ the short, heavy-set, 
blonde man interrupted, picking up the con- 
versation in German, ‘‘are you not laying the 
stress upon the superficial only? Power is not 
necessarily money.’’ He began to remove his 
damp coat as he talked, thrusting it up on the 
rack above his head. ‘‘Through the projection 
of self, and self only, comes power. Therefore, 
one needs only to act, think and do for him- 
self and for no one elise. In that way he gains, 
finally, everything. He, himself, becomes so 
strong, so dominant, that finally he, himself is 
power.’’ 

‘‘Mon Dieu! Emil, must you de so serious?’’ 
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Armand shook his friend by the arm, laughing. 
‘‘Knough of school, now. The reunion is over! 
Brothers!’’ He held out his hand. Quickly 
his companions placed their hands in his. The 
three stood silent for a moment, and then 
mechanically all three began to remove their 
sashes. 

Laughing and talking they arranged their be- 
longings, piling their bags up on the racks; get- 
ting out books and magazines, and finally 
settling themselves upon the long seats, Ivan 
by the window, Emil and Armand opposite each 
other by the door. 

*“‘Did you see Emmie this time—Emmie at 
the Spielhaus?’’ Armand demanded of his 
friends. ‘‘She’s looking somewhat faded, I’d 
say. Remember how we used to toast her in 
the old days!’’ He sighed. 

‘‘Yes, I remember,’’ Ivan nodded. ‘‘But 
that’s been ten years ago. And many students 
have come and gone and toasted Hmmie at the 
Spielhaus since our time. It’s no wonder she 
looks faded. I’m glad the whole thing’s over, 
now. It becomes tiresome after awhile, this 
reviving acquaintanceship with old friends.’’ 

‘‘Bah! You never had a drop of senti- 
mentality in your veins,’? Armand laughed. 
‘“Why, each time I return to Heidelberg I relive 
all my student days and come away happy and 
refreshed.’’ 
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‘‘And you’re nothing but a sentimentalist!’’ 
Emil adjusted his heavy, horn rimmed glasses 
and picked up his book. ‘‘I find that I have 
little in common with any of my old compan- 
ions. I’ve grown entirely away from them— 
interested in other things. With the three of 
us it is different. We always were close to- 
gether, and had more interests in common. 
But for the rest, there is nothing. I shall be 
happy when I am once more in my laboratory 
in Zurich.’’ 

‘‘How you manage to exist in Switzerland is 
beyond my comprehension! Switzerland—the 
land of moralists!’? Armand shuddered dra- 
matically, crossed his legs and settled back in 
his seat, flecking the ashes from his cigar off his 
neatly pressed, gray striped trousers and dark 
coat. ‘‘Now I—I am happy only in Paris. 
Where do you go, Ivan?”’ 

The Russian ran his hand through his dark, 
heavy hair. ‘‘I— Oh, to a small town in the 
Basque country; and then back to Russia.”’ 

‘“‘M-m-m! <A lady! I see!’?? Armand 
laughed. ‘‘She must be indeed attractive to 
draw you all the way across the continent. 
Surely it is not serious. You, of all people, 
Ivan, to become serious over an affair of the 
heart.’’ 

Ivan shook his head, laughing. ‘‘No, I as- 
sure you. It is not like that.’? He turned to 
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several folders on his lap and dropped the con- 
versation. 

Outside the compartment the group in the 
corridor followed after the conductor, still wait- 
ing for places. As he opened another compart- 
ment the little crowd surged about him. And 
then suddenly they drew back. There, in the 
half empty space sat a great, hulking man, his 
baggy blue trousers stuffed into low boot tops, 
his peasant blouse, coarsely embroidered, soiled 
and dampened. Beside him sat a much smaller 
man, while opposite was seated a second com- 
panion. 

The second companion handed three tickets 
to the conductor. The first jerked at the peas- 
ant’s wrist, and from beneath the big sleeve 
was suddenly exposed a heavy hand-cuff. It 
was the sight of this article that had brought 
the crowd to breathless attention, and caused 
them to draw back with such alacrity. 

The little man smiled as though he enjoyed 
his dominance over such a big fellow. ‘‘He 
says he’s innocent,’’ he laughed. ‘‘Don’t you?’’ 
He turned, grinning, to his prisoner and rattled 
the handcuff. 

But the great prisoner only hunched his 
shoulders apathetically, scarcely looking up at 
the conductor who seized the tickets with nerv- 
ous fingers and backed hastily away, closing the 
door after him. 
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Neither Emil, Armand nor Ivan paid any at- 
tention to the mulling crowd outside. Emil had 
become absorbed in his volume of Schopen- 
hauer, puffing away on his cigar, and now and 
again thrusting forward his lower jaw and 
rubbing his hand across his smooth chin. 
Armand had lost himself in a copy of La Vie 
Parisienne, chuckling silently as some joke or 
story amused him. Ivan contemplated a map 
in one of his folders, making outlines with a 
pencil around the boundaries of Russia, con- 
sidering the values and enlargements of land. 

Suddenly the train lurched around a curve; 
the door to the compartment swung open. 
Armand, being nearest and less occupied, leaned 
forward to close the portal. But even as he did 
so his gaze caught and fixed on a slender pair 
of ankles, and then traveled appraisingly up a 
slim figure wrapped in a black and white 
striped Dolman. Beneath a large, low-crowned 
picture hat he could just glimpse a delicate, 
oval face surrounded by a mass of red-glinting 
hair. He smiled. 

At that moment the conductor pushed 
through the corridor and stumbled over a foot. 
Angrily he turned to face the impertinent fel- 
low who had interfered with his progress, but 
instead he suddenly bent his head as the glint 
of a coin and a beckoning finger summoned 
him, The coin exchanged hands; the conductor 
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looked at the girl in the black and white Dol- 
man, and then went over and touched her arm. 

*‘If Mademoiselle likes, there is an empty 
place in this compartment.’? The conductor 
waved his hand towards the section occupied 
by the three friends with a gesture of muni- 
ficence. 

‘“‘Thank you!’’ The girl’s face brightened 
and she turned to the compartment. Then a 
slight frown contracted her brows; she quickly 
measured the three men out of the corners of 
her eyes. No, they were not the sort to act 
out of kindness. Then she shrugged her shoul- 
ders and smiled slightly; picked up her travel- 
ing bag and started inside. 

Making her way daintily she dropped her bag 
beside her and settled herself next to the win- 
dow, opposite the Russian. The rustle of her 
skirts caused Emil and Ivan to come to atten- 
tion. Armand, who had been watching the ef- 
fect of her entrance upon his friends over the 
top of his magazine, now lowered his book and 
gazed quite openly. The girl smiled again, ever 
so little, but as the three men stared at her she 
dropped long lashes over a pair of deep, al- 
most purple eyes, and deliberately turned to- 
wards the window. 

But Armand had already folded up La Vie 
Parisienne; Ivan had pushed aside his folders, 
and Emil had lingeringly closed his book. The 
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gaze of all three wandered to the empty place 
beside the girl. Emil, removing his glasses and 
wiping them, began to slide along the seat; 
Armand and Ivan started as though to rise; 
and then three pairs of eyes met, startled, and 
then three men, realizing that their intentions 
were all the same, sank back into their places, 
still studying the girl. Evidently French, 
Armand decided. Not a shop-girl—too well 
dressed for that. Young—certainly. Might be 
a second-rate actress—variety show, or some- 
thing of that sort. 

From her place by the window the girl could 
watch the actions of the three men as reflected 
in the glass. She realized that it was all a part 
of a game that they were playing, and she was 
amused. They could go on playing that sort 
of game all night—as long as there were three 
of them. Safety lay in numbers, at least, she 
reflected. And then she smiled again. For 
standing without the compartment, his hand 
turning the latch, was the conductor, and be- 
hind him the priest. 

As the guard threw open the door the black- 
frocked man entered slowly, looking about him 
as though choosing his place. Perhaps by acci- 
dent the girl’s hand rested for a second on the 
vacant space beside her, attracting the man’s 
attention. The priest smiled, a gentle kindly 
smile, and nodded apologetically to the others 
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as though he feared he was intruding. Then 
arranging his nondescript, worn robe, he sat 
down beside the girl and opened his Bible. 

Armand, Emil and Ivan glanced quickly at 
each other and frowned. Certainly the appear- 
ance of a priest had spoiled all their fun. 
There was nothing to do now but to go back 
to their reading. As though by common con- 
sent the three once more picked up their papers 
and books. Emil readjusted his glasses and 
returned to his Schopenhauer; Ivan looked to 
his maps, even though his eyes glanced up every 
so often at the figure opposite him. While 
Armand, with a sigh, opened his magazine, and 
decided to bide his time, 


CHAPTER IT 


For a while the five occupants of the com- 
partment rode along in silence, swaying back 
and forth as the train sped squeaking and 
grinding through the night. The rain, rather 
than abating as all traces of light disappeared, 
seemed now to come with renewed energy, fling- 
ing itself against the windows with the angry 
violence of a caged jungle animal trying to find 
release. Heavy gusts of wind hurled them- 
selves against the glass panes, setting them to _ 
rattling dully in their fastenings. A thick 
blackness encompassed the surrounding coun- 
try, against which the dull, orange lights of the 
carriages with their foggy halos glowed misty 
and indistinct. 

Yet with all the seeming passivity in this 
one small enclosure, there was, in actuality, an 
undercurrent of restlessness, brought about by 
the appearance of the girl who still gazed stead- 
fastly out of the window as though she found 
in the darkness something of tremendous in- 
terest. Armand now turned the pages of his 
magazine listlessly, glancing covertly at the 
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clearly chiseled profile with the slightly tip-tilt 
nose and the full, beautifully curved lips that 
scarcely seemed to need the assistance of the 
cerise lip-stick that made a deep slash across 
the ivory-colored face. 

Emil fumbled with the pages of his book, but 
the red glint of hair seemed to send a golden 
light that was refracted by his glasses and 
caused his eyes to wander from the printed 
words. From where he sat he could just see 
the curve of the cheek as it rounded to meet the 
hollow of the ivory neck beneath the pink- 
tipped ear, and the faintly outlined limbs under 
the full-skirted, high-waisted black silk dress. 
He turned another page of his book, and sur- 
veyed the priest beside him calculatingly. 

Ivan’s maps and folders lay idly on his lap. 
He seemed, like the girl, to be interested in the 
darkness without. But by moving his eyes he 
could see another pair of eyes, very deep, very 
somber at the moment. Where the crimson 
lining of the Dolman was thrown back was out- 
lined a full throat, creamy, delicate, and a 
vague suggestion of the contours of the rounded 
body. The slender ankles that had first caught 
Armand’s attention were still lovely, even in 
the cheap silk stockings. Ivan sighed. 

Only the girl and the priest seemed quite at 
ease. They sat side by side, the priest still 
reading his Bible, turning the pages one by one 
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without a sound; the girl staring steadily out 
of the window. 

At last Emil closed his book, stretched out 
his feet, yawned, and looked about him. The 
steady grinding of the wheels on the wet rails, 
the ceaseless clickings of innumerable bolts and 
hinges, the continuous splash of rain against 
the window, all beat with monotonous regu- 
larity. The blonde German rose; brushed off 
his coat with the back of his hand, and reached 
up to the rack above him, bringing down a 
small satchel. 

Emil seated himself again and opened the 
bag. His actions had aroused the attention of 
his two companions and they watched him in 
silence. But neither the girl nor the priest so 
much as turned their heads. From the bag he 
took a bottle of wine and three glasses. He 
held the bottle up to the light. It glowed 
ruby-like in the mellow yellowness. He ex- 
tracted a cork screw from his coat pocket and 
proceeded to pull the stopper. It came out with 
a slight plop. He placed the glasses on the 
seat beside him, poured off the top of the bottle 
into one, and filled the other two. He looked 
at the wine, then leaned forward as though he 
hoped the movement might attract the attention 
of the girl. 

The figure next to the window did not stir, 
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even though the girl could undoubtedly feel 
three pairs of eyes waiting anxiously for some 
sign on her part. From her vantage point be- 
side the glass, however, she could watch not 
only the three men, but the people near the 
compartment door. She saw the door swing 
open and a hand reach around and surrepti- 
tiously remove one of the filled cups. Inward 
laughter shook her body, but to the three ob- 
servers it looked only like a slight tremor, due, 
perhaps, to the chilly evening. She waited, 
amused, for the next move in the game. 

Further than the hand and a masculine coat 
sleeve the girl could not see. She could not 
glimpse the short, thin youngish man with the 
funny little face that always held a look of 
startled innocence, hand the glass to his com- 
panion, a tall, well built fellow with a bronzed 
complexion. Both the sort of men who by the 
cut of their clothes and their general appear- 
ance, would be pointed out any place in Europe 
as being typically American. 

The tall man, who looked as though he might 
be a civil engineer or a member of some pro- 
fession that demanded an ability to handle men 
and outdoor work, took the glass from his com- 
panion with some hesitancy. 

“¢ ¥g all right, bozo,’’ the smaller of the two 
grinned from ear to ear, misinterpreting his 
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friend’s reluctance to receive the wine. 
‘“‘There’s another one in there I’m going 
to get.’’ 

Forthwith, he once more stretched out his 
arm and the second glass disappeared from the 
German’s side. 

‘“‘Look here, Al, you oughtn’t to do that.”’ 
The tall man shook his head disapprovingly, 
but there was a gleam of laughter in his 
eyes. 

‘¢ Aw, what th’ hell! Prosit!’’ Al raised his 
glass and touched that of his companion. 
“‘He’s got a whole bottle, and besides, those are 
the three that hogged all the seats. Gosh, I’ll 
be glad when we get back to America where I 
can ask for a seat myself and someone’ll know 
what I’m talking about.’’? He drained his glass. 
‘‘All I can understand around these parts is 
“Wee, wee’ and ‘Yah, yah’, and everytime I 
say them I get something I don’t want.’’ 

‘‘Well, it won’t be long now,’’ the big man 
announced philosophically, downing the wine. 
“‘T must say the good old U.S.A. looks pretty 
much all right to me. We’ll have a few days 
in Paris, and then—us for the boat!’’ 

The western drawl sounded as strange to the 
people about the two as the babel of Continental 
tongues sounded to them, and several in the 


corridor turned their heads to glance at the 
Americans. 
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But Al was just not interested. Rather, his 
attention was being occupied by the activities 
within the compartment—that is, what he could 
see, for only Emil’s side of the enclosure was 
visible from where he stood. 

Hmil being not at all discouraged by the 
frank disavowal of interest shown by the girl 
at the window, had turned back to his wine. 
At least he and his friends could drink if the 
girl did not care to join them. But his eyes 
met nothing but the one glass, in place of three. 
He started in surprise, looked about him, 
searched around the seat, glanced down at the 
floor, and then stared at Armand in suspicious 
bewilderment, because Armand seemed to be the 
only person near enough to have made off with 
the liquor. But of course Armand could have 
done nothing so utterly childish as to appro- 
priate the wine. The glasses were, neverthe- 
less, most mysteriously missing. However, 
Emil, seeing that his friends had noticed noth- 
ing amiss, finally shrugged his shoulders and 
filled the third glass. 

At that moment the train swerved round a 
curve and the German’s attention was dis- 
tracted. Al, thinking he saw an opportunity 
to return his empty glass and substitute it for 
one more desirable, stretched out his arm a 
third time. But Emil had returned to his 
original purpose, and Al was forced to pocket 
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quickly his empty glass. However, during the 
maneuvre he did glimpse the vacant places and 
beckoned to his friend. 

‘‘Say, Jim, look! There’s some seats in 
there. Let’s get ’em.’’ He pulled the big man 
by the arm. ‘‘There’s some other people in 
there. We might as well sit as stand. All 
they can do is put us out if they don’t like it, 
and I’d like to see ’em try it. Come on.’’ 

Al started into the compartment, followed by 
his friend. But Ivan, realizing the invasion 
about to take place, jumped to his feet and 
stepped forward, facing the intruders. 

‘‘Pardon me, but this is a private compart- 
ment.’’ He drew himself up in dignified anger, 
speaking hurriedly in Russian. 

Al shook his head blankly, non-comprehen- 
sive, and started to push past. 

‘*‘T said this is a private compartment, if you 
please!’’ The Russian repeated his statement 
in French, realizing that the man did not un- 
derstand his language. 

‘‘Aw, keep your shirt on!’’ Al, still not un- 
derstanding, looked more blank than before. 
Then an idea dawned—an idea born of various 
experiences in Europe. He reached into his 
pocket, drew out a two france piece, and de- 
posited it superciliously in Ivan’s hand and sat 
down beside Armand. 

The Russian, furious, yet amazed, stared at 
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the coin, and then, as its significance penetrated 
his mind, threw it onto the floor and sank back 
into his seat, disgusted. 

Meanwhile, Jim Travis had been standing in 
the doorway watching the scene with amuse- 
ment. He had not understood the Russian 
words any more than had Al, but he gathered 
some meaning from the French, and from the 
man’s attitude he surmised that they were un- 
welcome as fellow passengers. 

The girl by the window had, for the first 
time since the entrance of the priest, turned 
around. She appraised the two new arrivals, 
but her gaze rested on Travis. Suddenly she 
smiled faintly, yet sympathetically, and the 
man, feeling that at least here was one person 
who seemed to have no objection to sharing 
this compartment with himself and Al, started 
to cross towards the small space that remained 
between her and the priest. 

Jealously, Armand, Emil and Ivan watched 
the American’s tactics. He was doing just 
what they all had hoped and wished to do. 
But their attempts had met with so little re- 
sponse that they had been unable to further 
their design. And now this stranger had 
entered, looked at the girl, and she had at once 
smiled, even encouragingly, and he had imme- 
diately accepted her slender invitation. After 
they had been so kind as to offer her the place, 
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too. It was disconcerting, to say the least. 

Travis, as he stepped towards the girl, 
glanced at the priest, expecting him to move so 
that there might be more room. The black- 
robed Padre looked up. Travis stopped and 
frowned. Where had he seen that face be- 
fore? It was familiar, and yet he could con- 
nect it with no part of his life, no place in par- 
ticular. He puzzled over the matter for a 
second, and then removed his hat, curiosity 
getting the better of him. 

“‘T beg your pardon, Padre,’’ he began, at- 
tempting with difficulty to speak in French, 
‘“‘but I—I think we have met before, have 
we not?’’ 

The priest gazed at the man before him. 
‘““You are right, my son,’’ he smiled faintly. 
‘“We have met before.’’ 

Travis waited, nodding expectantly, antici- 
pating some enlightenment as to the where, 
when and how. Furthermore, he could not 
trust his French for getting into any detailed 
questionings. But the priest only turned again 
to his reading in a manner that precluded 
further conversation. The man before him 
finally dismissed the situation with a shrug of 
his shoulders and wedged himself between the, 
girl and the Padre. 

As he sat down he smiled at the girl as 


NOAH’S ARK 27 


though they had some common interest. But 
she merely returned the smile with a formal 
nod and again stared out of the window, much 
to the intense satisfaction of the three primary 
occupants of the compartment. 

Travis, however, was still undaunted. He 
felt that with due encouragement the girl 
might finally become interested, and there were 
yet many long hours of travel ahead. A com- 
panion who proved agreeable would not be at 
all amiss, and this companion was especially 
easy on the eyes, he decided. She looked 
French—although one never could tell. But 
her general appearance, her make-up, her atti- 
tude, suggested that nationality. His French 
was pretty bad, Travis told himself, but he had 
been able to make his way about with what 
little he knew. Arid gestures helped tremen- 
dously. 

He realized that the others were watching 
him with hostile curiosity, so he determined to 
get the best of the situation. Finally, after a 
mental discussion with himself as to the most 
effective way in which to proceed, he extracted 
a cigarette case from his pocket and opened 
it. It contained American cigarettes, and this, 
he thought, might help. He extended it to- 
wards the girl. She turned, surveyed the offer- 
ing as a satiated cat might look upon a platter 
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of old milk, and shook her head, returning al- 
most at once to her contemplation of the dark- 
ness. 

Disappointed, Travis snapped the case shut. 
But another idea struck him. Perhaps the girl 
had refused because the compartment was al- 
ready stuffy and filled with smoke. Perhaps 
she would like to have the window opened. 
Attracting her attention again, he waved his 
hand through the hazy blue air to indicate the 
condition. Then he pointed to the window. The 
girl made no response. Whereupon he leaned 
over and, grasping the strap, lowered the glass. 

A blast of wind and rain swept through the 
enclosure. Papers flew about. Armand’s 
magazine was torn from his hands and he went 
scrambling after it. Emil thrust his open bag 
to one side, away from the wet. Ivan snatched 
at his hat, barely rescuing it from the wind that 
almost took it through the window. The girl 
caught her cloak about her, trying to shield 
herself from the inrushing storm, and in so 
doing fell into the arms of the man beside her. 

Travis caught the girl, steadying her, and 
then jumped to his feet and pulled up the win- 
dow. A sudden calm settled over the dis- 
heveled compartment. Armand, Ivan and Emil 
spoke volubly in German concerning the rude- 
ness of the American and the discomfort he had 
caused. The girl, understanding the conversa- 
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tion, merely turned away her head. Only Al 
and the priest, who during the entire procedure 
had not moved, remained calm and unper- 
turbed. 

But the episode had served to create a bond 
of interest between Travis and the girl, for he 
was apologizing profusely in a mixture of bad 
French and English for his action and, at the 
same time, trying to wipe away the rain from 
his companion’s dress with his handkerchief. 

*‘ Je suis triste, Mademoiselle. Je suis triste,”’ 
he was repeating over and over again, those 
being the only words he could think of at the 
moment. 

The girl laughed. ‘‘Do you speak English, 
Monsieur?’’ she asked in a quite perfectly 
English voice. 

‘“Why—why, yes, of course,’’ Travis stam- 
mered in bewilderment. ‘‘But I—well, I 
thought you were French.’’ 

‘Yes, I am,’’ the girl returned, smiling. 
‘“‘But I speak a little English.’’ Only the 
sibilance of the s in the word ‘yes’, however, 
would have stamped her as French. ‘‘I un- 
derstand very good. I like American,’’ she 
added simply. 

“‘Say, that’s great. I can see where we get 
along all right.’’ Travis laughed, making the 
most of his advantage. ‘‘But I hope I didn’t 
spoil your dress, opening the window that 
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way.’’ He looked at the rain-soaked garment 
apprehensively. 

‘‘Oh, no, no, it dries right away,’’ the girl 
nodded. ‘‘It do not matter.’’ 

‘‘Say, where’d you learn to speak English, 
anyhow?”’ Travis demanded. 

‘‘My mother, she teach me,’’ the girl in- 
formed him. ‘‘She is once in England for a 
long time. My father, he speak some English, 
too, but not so much as my mother. But then 
my mother died, and my father, we do not speak 
English any more.’’ = 

‘“‘Oh, I see. That’s too bad.’’ Travis, 
scarcely knowing what to say next, now that he 
had begun the conversation, looked out of the 
window. 

The girl, too, looked out in silence, seemingly 
unanxious to pursue the subject further. . 

Emil, Armand and Ivan, disgruntled because 
they could understand nothing of what was tak- 
‘ ing place, tried to return to their various oc- 
cupations, but with small success. Finally 
Kimil extracted a piece of bread and a long 
chunk of sausage from his bag and began to 
munch alternately on the two. As the train 
lurched suddenly around a deep bend the sau- 
sage went flying from his hands and landed 
squarely on the priest’s Bible. 

The little man stirred, picked up the sausage, 
and handed it back to its owner. 
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‘*I’m sorry, Padre,’’ Emil bowed, taking the 
roll of meat from the priest’s hands. ‘‘The 
train swerved—it was an accident. Please par- 
don me.’’ 

‘*You are pardoned, certainly,’’ the priest 
smiled gently, half closing his book and mark- 
ing his place with his forefinger. ‘‘It is the 
Master’s command that always we forgive one 
another.’’ He tapped the Book gently. 

‘““The Master!’’? The big Russian broke into 
the conversation with a hard, cynical laugh. 
“<The master of this world is Power—there is 
no other.’’ He looked around at the various 
members of the group as though to defy them 
to refute his statement. 

The priest shook his head sadly but made no 
answer. 

Armand, however, chuckled lightly. ‘‘ Ah, no, 
my friend, I disagree. There are no masters 
at all in this world—there are only mistreses.’’ 
He glanced at the girl by the window with a 
little, mocking smile. She turned away, shrug- 
ging her shoulders as Ivan and Emil laughed 
at their friend’s sally. 

‘‘What did he say?’’ Travis asked, scarcely 
understanding the conversation which the 
others had carried on in French. 

‘Tt was nothing,’’ the girl returned. ‘‘They 
discuss merely power. The Padre does not like 


their words.’’ 
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‘‘Oh,’? Travis nodded, watching the three 
men and the priest. 

‘‘Then you mean that you do not believe in 
God??? The black-frocked man leaned for- 
ward, his sad gaze bent on the Russian. 

“‘God? In my God, yes—not in yours,’’ Ivan 
snorted. ‘‘In this age of science who can be- 
lieve in that being who has been for so long the 
fetich of a stupid universe. Merely a sop for 
the weak who, having nothing here are told that 
if they are good they will be rewarded in an- 
other world. There is no other such world, and 
the only god is Power! You have it demon- 
strated daily.’’ 

‘‘What did he say?’’ Travis asked again, be- 
coming curious as he noted the pathos, the 
shock, that filled the little priest’s eyes. 

‘“‘He says he does not believe in God,’’ the 
girl translated. ‘‘He is very wicked, n’est 
ce pas?’’ 

“‘Oh, God!’’ Travis, laughed. ‘‘Oh, most 
certainly!’’ He folded his hands in mock 
solemnity. 

The girl looked at him, disappointed in his 
attitude of levity. But the words of the priest 
caught her attention. 

‘‘Some day, my friend,’’ he was saying, ‘‘you 
will learn that there is a God—that he is every- 
where, and works in mysterious ways his won- 
ders to perform.’’ 
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A gale of laughter greeted the Padre’s state- 
ment. But even as they laughed the little priest 
raised a warning hand. 

A violent crash! A _ shrieking, grinding 
noise! A blinding flash of light! And then— 
sudden darkness! 


CHAPTER III 


Our of the darkness rose red tumult. Shrieks 
of the maimed and mangled. Moans of the 
dying. Keening and wailing of those who 
watched. Battling and begging for preserva- 
tion of self. Tortured, living annihilation. 
Truth without gloss being told. Shades of 
character revealed. Mortal man in the grip of 
his enemy. Flares of orange-bright fire. Lick- 
ing tongues of flames. Crunching, snapping of 
steel. Crackling of wood. Smothering smoke 
smells. And over all the sharp pelt of rain, 
stabbing and cutting, mercilessly drenching and 
soaking, thrusting back to the earth the earth’s 
own. Mad winds wresting the soil’s property 
from the soil to feed it to the air. 

The engine and forward coaches of the Ex- 
press that had but a moment before been flying 
so fearlessly through the night now lay on their 
sides, panting, palpitating, like a Gargantuan 
steed as its final race is being run. The nose 
of the engine pointed downward, overhangmg 
the wild, rushing river that frothed below. A 
mass of stone and iron girders that had once 


been a bridge pile was already half swept away. 
34 
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The jagged ends of the parallel tracks stretched 
meaninglessly into a space that gaped with the 
emptiness of a lost tooth. 

Some of the front carriages had been tele- 
scoped as the rear cars rushed upon the fallen 
engine. Others had crumbled with the terrific 
impact when they had been so forcefully over- 
turned. And now those occupants who still 
were able scrambled for protection, unseeing, 
unheeding, looking only for the safety that lay 
without. Trampling, rushing, calling out, they 
thrust each other aside with a frenzy born of 
desperation. The veneer of civilization peeled 
off like old paint from rotting wood. 

The compartment occupied by the priest and 
his fellow-travelers lay on its side, the window 
smashed, the door flung open and half off its 
hinges, the floor uptilted. Emil, Armand and 
Ivan fought viciously, striking out at one an- 
other blindly as they attempted to drag them- 
selves toward the corridor which was now their 
only means of escape. Wrenching their bruised 
bodies ; pulling themselves along slowly ; clutch- 
ing at slight supports, they battled, each for 
his own protection. Crawling, beating with 
skinned knuckles at interfering objects, they 
made their way. 

Half outside the window, a heavy beam 
across her hips, pinning her to the ground, lay 
the girl. Beside her knelt Travis, working 
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frantically to release her. But even his 
strength was of no avail, pitted against the 
enormous length of thick wood. And the 
slightest movement of the beam caused intense 
pain to the sufferer. The girl moaned and bit 
her lips pitifully to keep back the tears that 
filled her eyes. The man tried to comfort her 
with words, at the same time making every 
effort to lessen the pressure that was slowly 
forcing its cruel weight against the tender 
body. 

A dull glow from the burning wood of the 
forward carriages silhouetted the intermingling 
figures of men and women struggling, fighting, 
grappling in an heroic mass. Tearing at each 
other with tooth and nail they battled insanely 
for the freedom of mud and slough that thick- 
ened the ground about the wreck. Children 
screamed. Mothers snatched their babies to 
their breasts, crying for the mercy of deliver- 
ance. The dead and dying were forced aside 
to make room for life. Live—live—J must live! 
they cried. 

The remaining members of the train crew ran 
back and forth with lanterns, doing their ut- 
most to aid the passengers, pulling them up 
through the windows; extricating wherever 
possible those who had been trapped in the 
debris. Along the roof of the train, now so 
tipped that it lay almost perpendicular to the 
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ground, ran a guard swinging his hope-bring- 
ing light. The faint gleams struck the ventila- 
tor. A hand and arm, tied with a handkerchief 
to the air-shaft, drooped gruesomely. The man 
shivered and hurried on. 

A stray beam of light rested uneasily on two 
mangled figures lying side by side. The little 
priest, his Bible still in his hand, stopped in 
passing. A sore-scarred, leering face gazed up 
at him out of cold, dead eyes. Her body 
erushed and broken, her long, dark hair 
streaming about her, the country girl rested, a 
half-smile on her fresh, not-yet-colorless lips. 
The Padre bent his head, and then raised his 
fingers in a sign of blessing. 

Travis kept to his task of trying to release 
the girl. But his fruitless efforts were wearing 
away his strength, and still the beam seemed 
to be sinking more and more resolutely. If 
only he could find someone to help him. But 
everyone seemed busy helping himself—no one 
could do anything for another. He tugged at 
the beam again, trying to raise it with his shoul- 
der, but fearing lest it fall back and crush the 
frail body beneath it. He rose to his feet and 
looked around. Surely there must be someone 
who for a moment could stop and give assist- 
ance. 

As he glanced upwards his eyes fell upon an 
enormous fellow in an embroidered peasant’s 
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blouse crawling slowly across the open door of 
the compartment. He called to the man, try- 
ing to attract his attention. The giant turned 
his great head and looked down. 

‘‘Help! Help!’’ Travis was crying. ‘‘There’s 
a woman hurt here!’’ 

The man looked at Travis stupidly and shook 
his head, unable to understand. 

Travis, realizing that the man did not know 
what he was talking about, began gesticulating 
frantically, pointing down towards the girl, 
and then beckoning to the peasant. At last the 
big man seemed to comprehend the situation. 
He nodded and began crawling through the 
doorway and lowering himself head first down 
the passageway between the seats. Travis 
stared in bewilderment at the somewhat strange 
procedure, and then as the being came closer 
he saw that his wrist was shackled to the wrist 
of another, a much smaller man, now lifeless 
and inert. 

At last the peasant reached the ground, the 
dead body of his guard trailing sickeningly 
after him. Still gesticulating, Travis indicated 
the girl and then the beam, and then, with his 
hands, explained to the man that he should 
try to lift the weight. The prisoner, wagging 
his head bent a powerful shoulder to the pro- 
truding end of the beam and with one heave 
of his enormous muscles raised it. Quickly 
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Travis seized the girl by her shoulder and 
dragged her from beneath its ponderous load. 
With a long, shuddering sigh of relief, she col- 
lapsed in her rescuer’s arms. 

Travis laid the girl on the ground, rubbing 
her wrists, and trying to bring her to. The 
prisoner allowed the beam to fall back onto 
the ground, and its dull thud recalled the mem- 
ory of the man’s handicap. Travis jumped 
to his feet and surveyed the prisoner and his 
guard. He motioned for the peasant to wait. 
Then he knelt down and searched through the 
dead man’s clothes for the keys to the hand- 
cuffs. Finding them still hanging to a chain 
attached to the man’s waist, he fitted one into 
the lock and the shackles fell apart. 

The giant surveyed his free wrist, then the 
dead man, and finally turned to Travis, holding 
out his hand. The two clasped hands for a 
moment; the one-time prisoner mumbled a few 
words in a foreign tongue and smiled grate- 
fully, and then began to climb slowly back to- 
wards the corridor. 

As the peasant disappeared Travis lifted 
the girl in his arms and began the difficult task 
of getting across the train away from the 
dangerous embankment. 

In the wet slime the priest knelt beside a 
dying man. A sickly yellow glow from a 
guard’s lantern spread its ghastly glamour in 
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ever-widening, pale halos. The man moved his 
broken limbs, crying desperately. Great beads 
of perspiration stood out on his forehead. 
Kneeling, a woman held his hand and whim- 
pered like a hurt animal. The Padre muttered 
prayers, his lips moving unceasingly. A final 
moan, a convulsive twitching of the body. The 
priest bowed his head. 

‘“‘Oh, God! My God!’’ the woman shrieked. 
‘‘He’s dead! He’s dead! I’ll never see him 
again! He’s gone forever. Comfort me, Padre, 
comfort me!’’ The tears streamed down her 
cheeks as she threw herself across the man’s 
unmoving breast. 

‘“‘Be comforted, my child.’’ The Padre rose 
and laid his hand upon the woman’s head. 

Something in his voice caused the woman to 
raise her tear-stained face; something of peace 
and comfort came to her with the healing 
words. 

‘*Have faith, and fear not,’’ the little priest 
was murmuring. ‘‘He has not gone forever. 
We shall all meet again—in time.”’ 

He turned and passed on, breathing his 
prayers. 

Struggling with the weight of the girl in his 
arms, Travis crawled through the compartment 
window and lowered himself, with his burden, 


to the ground. He looked down at the white 
face and smiled. 
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‘‘All right, now?’’ he questioned solicitously. 

*“Please, yes, I think I can walk now.’’ The 
girl smiled back. ‘‘It does not now hurt me 
very much—the pain.’’ 

‘‘Better not try it yet,’’ Travis counseled. 
“‘Do you feel sick from the shock?”’ 

“Oh, no, I am all right in just a little while. 
Where is your friend?’’ She looked about, 
trying to distinguish figures in the darkness. 

‘‘Jehosephat!’’ Travis whistled through his 
closed teeth. ‘‘Al! Say, I wonder what has 
happened to him. Do you suppose he got out 
all right? I ought to go and look for him. 
Maybe he’s in a jam some place. Think you 
can stand up? I sure hope nothing’s happened 
to him. Great little skate, Al.’’ 

‘“Yes, please, I can stand. You look for 
your friend.’’ 

Travis set the girl gently on the ground, 
holding on to her lest she fall. But she took a 
few steps back and forth and found that she 
could walk, though somewhat painfully, but 
enough to stand by herself. 

‘‘Tt’s damned dark—excuse me, Mademoiselle 
—it’s mighty dark around here.’’ Travis tried 
to make out the moving shapes in the rain and 
the night’s blackness. ‘‘I don’t like to leave 
you alone. You might get lost.’’ 

‘‘No, no, please! You look for your friend,”’’ 


the girl insisted. 


f 
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‘No, wait! I’ll stand here and call him. If 


he’s around he’ll hear me. Al! Oh, Al!’’ 
Travis raised his stentorian voice in a series 
of halloes. 

‘‘Hush your face, bozo! I’m all right.’? A 
thin, piping sound came from the ground 
nearby. 

‘‘Well, for the love of mud, where are you?”’ 
Travis looked about him, trying to locate the 
voice. 

‘‘TIn the mud, yeu big stiff, but I got no in- 
tentions of loving it.’’ And a writhing, wrig- 
gling figure slowly began to take shape and 
form, and in another moment Al was struggling 

from beneath the overturned carriage and 
staggering to his feet. 

‘‘Hey, what happened?’’? he demanded as 
soon as he could wipe the dirt and mud from 
his mouth. ‘‘You all right, Jim?’’ 

“Sure, I’m all right. It looks like a pretty 
bad wreck. We just got out of the compart- 
ment. Mademoiselle, here, was 3 

“‘Gosh, you got the Mademoiselle right with 
you. I might of known you’d do something 
like that,’’ Al interrupted. 

The Mademoiselle giggled. ‘‘He rescued 
me,’’ she announced proudly. 

‘‘Go on, he didn’t!’? Al teased. ‘‘I never 
knew him to do anything like that before. 
Rescuing Mademoiselles in train wrecks. Well, 
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you certainly are holding up your reputation, 
bozo!’’ 

*‘Say, listen,’’ Travis interposed. ‘‘Suppose 
we cut out the comedy and get down to brass 
tacks. Mademoiselle’s been hurt, and we’re 
all soaked to the skin. We’d better hold a 
council of war and try to find out just what’s 
happened, where we are, and what we’re going 
to do about it!’’ . 

‘‘Atta spirit! Organize, bozo, organize! If 
you can find out anything around here you’re 
a better man than I am!’’ Al looked about 
helplessly. 

All around was darkness and the steadily 
falling rain, broken only by faint lantern lights 
and the soft red glow of the dying flames of the 
wreck being slowly beaten out by the moisture. 
The mingled cries of strange tongues had 
faded to low murmurs as the crowd settled into 
an apathetic lethargy of acceptance of fact. 

“‘Maybe Mademoiselle can help us,’’ Travis 
began. ‘‘She speaks French. Listen Mademov- 
selle,’’? he turned to the girl. ‘Will you ask 
the guard where we are, and if we can go any 
place to get dried out? There might be a:re- 
lief train sent along. Look, there’s one of the 
trainmen.’’ He pointed to a conductor who 
was coming towards them, a lantern in his 
hand. ‘‘Ask him.’’ 

‘¢Oh, yes, I can find out,’’ the girl nodded. 
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As the man came closer she called to him 
in French. There ensued a long conversation 
between the two which neither Travis nor his 
friend could understand. But the girl seemed 
to be gathering information, for she was shak- 
ing her head and questioning volubly. Finally 
she thanked the guard and turned to her 
friends. 

‘‘The guard says,’’ she began, interpreting 
the man’s words, ‘‘we are somewhere on the 
border of Alsace, but he do not know exactly. 
He say there is no town here. The bridge it 
is broken by the storm—the water come too 
high up.’’ 

‘Did you ask him whether there’d be a re- 
lief train soon?’’ Travis questioned. 

‘“‘Yes, but he say—how you say—no—no 
method to send a telegraph,’’ the girl ex- 
plained. ‘‘In the morning there is a train and 
they make arrangements to take away the pas- 
sengers. It is very long to morning, n’est 
ce pas?’’ 

‘‘Long, I should say it is.’’ Travis looked 
at his watch. ‘‘It’s ten minutes past one now. 
No, we’ve got to think of something else. There 
ought to be a house or an inn some place 
around here.’’ 

‘Hey, look!’’ Al pointed to a distant rise of 
land, just barely discernible. 

Travis’ eyes followed the direction of Al’s 
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hand. There, on the top of the small hill he 
could make out a faint glimmer of light that 
seemed to suggest a house of some kind. 

‘What do you think that is?’’ He turned to 
the girl. ‘‘Would that be an inn or what?”’ 

The girl shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘I don’t 
know. Perhaps. I do not know this country.’ 

“‘Well, I’d say it was worth having a look- 
see around there, anyhow,’’ Travis began. 
What do you think, Al?’’ He turned to his 
companion. ‘‘Think we ought to try it?”’ 

‘‘Sure, I’m game. We might as well do that 
as anything else,’’ Al agreed. ‘‘Seeing as how 
we’ve got nothing to do ’til morning, anyhow. 
Maybe we could get a drink there,’’ he sug- 
gested hopefully. ‘‘Just about a bottle of 
Scotch would hit me right, now. Think we 
could get some liquor there, Mademoiselle?”’ 

‘“‘T don’t know,’’ the girl shook her head. 
“Tf it is a hotel or a house there is some- 
thing.’’ 

“‘That’s the best thing about this place,’’ Al 
laughed. ‘‘They only use water to wash in. 
Let’s go, bozo, I got ideas, now.”’ 

“T guess we’d better try it,’’ Travis acceded, 
‘‘Look here, Mademoiselle, can you walk at all? 
Maybe I’d better carry you.”’ 

‘¢ Ah, no,’’ the girl shook her head. ‘‘It is too 
heavy. I can walk a little.”’ 

‘“‘Here!’? Travis put a supporting arm 
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around the girl’s waist and started off through 
the thick mud. ‘‘Come on, Al, we’ll have a 
try for it, anyhow. If you get tired, Made- 
moiselle, just let me know.”’ 

Through the heavy, pelting rain that lashed 
their faces and soaked their already wet gar- 
ments the three trudged off into the darkness. 
The lights about the train slowly receded be- 
hind them, leaving them completely to the mercy 
of the night. They skirted the wrecked bridge, 
wading in slime that oozed about their ankles, 
impeding their slow progress. Sharp, jagged 
stones tore at their feet, cutting their shoes, 
until Travis was forced to take the girl in his 
arms and carry her. 

Plodding wearily, going more slowly as the 
ascent proved difficult, the two men with the 
girl continued their march. As they drew 
nearer the top of the hill they could make out 
the outline of an ancient stone building, low 
roofed, rambling, with added ells and projec- 
tions that gave it the appearance of having 
been lived in for many generations. A long, 
high wall ran from one side of the structure to 
a smaller building, evidently a stable. 

As the three reached the end of the path 
they stopped before a huge oak door. Travis 
set the girl down and took account of the situa- 
tion. The light that they had seen from below 
came from a big room with many long, low 
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windows. Some of the panes of glass had been 
broken and rags had been stuffed into the 
spaces to keep out the weather. The entire 
place had an air of mysterious foreboding. 
The silence was intense, strange, broken only 
by the pelting rain against the house and the 
swish of the trees in the wind. The occupants 
seemed all to have retired, for no sign of move- 
ment came from within. 

Travis, after surveying the house with some 
hesitation, finally banged loudly on the door 
with his fist. Only dead silence ensued. Im- 
patiently he pushed against the door. It swung 
back, revealing a huge, low-ceilinged room with 
a great fireplace at one end where dying embers 
glowed faintly. A lamp hung from the center 
of the room, making deep shadows against the 
light walls. A wide archway opened into a 
kitchen beyond. Nearby a flight of steps led 
up to a balcony off which were several doors, 
evidently bedrooms. 

An air of delapidation pervaded the entire 
place. The great beams of the ceiling were 
misty with cobwebs. The heavy furniture, 
consisting of a large table and several chairs, 
looked dusty and unused. The place had the 
semblance of an old inn, but whatever guests 
there had been seemed to have departed some 
time before and never to have returned. 

As though the tremendous silence of the 
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dwelling had taken hold of each of the three 
travelers, none of them spoke. The girl 
shivered slightly. And then Travis, shaking 
himself as though trying to remove the spell, 
called out. 


CHAPTER IV 


Travis’ voice sounded hollow and strained, 
reverberating through the thick silence. He 
waited uneasily for an answer, but no answer 
came. The girl was shivering with cold, now 
that she was indoors and the rain no longer 
soaked through her clothes. The man, noting 
her discomfort, went over to the fireplace and 
attempted to stir up the dying flames. 

‘Look around and see if you can’t find some 
wood, Al,’’? he ordered. ‘‘I’ll try to get the 
fire going again. You’d better come over here, 
Mademoiselle,’’ he turned to the girl drawing 
up a chair before the fireplace. ‘‘It’s a little 
warmer, anyhow.’’ 

The girl moved towards the heat, stretching 
out her hands to the scanty flames, and holding 
first one mud-caked foot and then the other 
near the warmth. 

Al looked about the big room, and then at 
the archway, being slightly squeamish about 
venturing too far away in this cold, dead place. 
At last, attempting to quiet his fears and 


simulating a half-hearted bravery which he was 
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far from feeling, he started towards the 
kitchen. 

The big, stone room for which Al was heading 
had a flight of steps leading up to a door that 
evidently connected with the balcony of the 
main room. Beneath these stairs was another 
and a heavier door, shutting off the steps which 
ran down to a cellar below. It was through 
this door that a man was just entering, a candle 
in his hand. The flickering light cast wavering 
shadows over a heavy-jowled, dark-looking face. 
A deep frown wrinkled his brow; his eyes 
shifted fearfully as he heard the sounds of foot- 
steps and movement in the adjoining room. He 
glanced about furtively and then closed the 
door, locking it with a great key which he 
quickly hung on a peg beside the opening. 

But Travis’ halloo had startled another oc 
cupant of the house into activity, for now a 
buxom servant girl appeared at the top of the 
kitchen steps, clutching a candle in one hand 
and drawing a flannel robe about her with the 
other. Yawning, she blinked her heavy, sleepy 
eyes as though trying to take account of mat- 
ters. The man at the foot of the steps caught 
her attention with a motion of the light he was 
holding and shook his head, glaring menacingly 
at her. 

Meantime, Al, to his great relief, had dis- 
covered a wood-box beneath the arch and he 
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was stooping over to gather up some of the 
logs. Just as he straightened up a shadow ap- 
peared on the wall. To the little man, not yet 
free from his inward perturbation, it looked 
exactly like a giant holding up a blunt instru- 
ment. With a shriek he dropped the wood and 
fled towards the fireplace and the safety of 
companionship. 

Travis looked up, amazed at Al’s peculiar 
behavior and saw in the archway a thick-set, 
oldish man, carrying in one hand a candle and 
supporting himself with a heavy stick. Be- 
hind him stood the servant girl. The man 
stared suspiciously, wordlessly, at the three in- 
truders as though waiting for them to make 
the first advances. At last Travis, having re- 
covered from his surprise at the stealthy ap- 
pearance of the person he assumed to be the 
landlord, spoke. 

‘‘We’d like some rooms, please,’’ he began. 
‘“We’ve been in a train wreck.’’ 

The man in the archway simply stared and 
said nothing. 

Travis, thinking he did not understand Eng- 
lish, tried again. ‘‘You know—coucher— 
coucher.’’ He attempted French, at the same 
time putting his hands to his cheek in an at- 
titude of sleep. 

Still the landlord stared, a half-furtive, half 
frightened expression on his face. 
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‘‘Listen, Mademoiselle, you talk to him.”’ 
Travis gave up in despair and turned to the 
girl for help. ‘‘Tell him we want rooms for 
the three of us—that we’ve got to spend the 
night here.”’ 

‘‘And don’t forget about the liquor, Made- 
moiselle,’’ Al interrupted. ‘‘Tell him we want 
some cognac to warm us up.’’ 

The girl nodded and turned to the landlord 
who listened to her explanations sullenly, mak- 
ing no comment. As she finished the man 
shrugged his shoulders and mumbled an ac- 
quiescence, turning to the servant whom he ad- 
dressed as Hilda, giving the orders in an 
Alsatian patois. 

The maid started back into the kitchen, and 
Al, having lost his first fear, followed her in 
the hopes of finding his cognac quickly. The 
landlord looked after the two, frowning, and 
started to speak, but evidently reconsidered 
and closed his mouth. 

Hilda, the candle still in her hand, reached 
up for the big key and unlocked the cellar door. 
Al, peering over her shoulder, could see a long, 
dark flight of steps, and nothing more. He 
looked at the girl and grinned, motioning for 
her to go on ahead. She giggled and began 
the descent, her candle making leaping shad- 
ows on the old stone walls. The musty odor of 
damp, underground places mingling with the 
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warmish smell of alcohol in wood filled the air. 
Al sniffed approvingly. 

Once in the cellar the light of the candle 
revealed tier upon tier of racks filled with bot- 
tles, some old, some new. Large and small 
barrels, several of which lay, tapped, on their 
sides, lined the floor. A footstool, evidently 
used to reach some of the higher racks, stood 
beside a large barrel. A measuring container 
had been placed conveniently near, and it was 
this that drew Al’s attention. Still grinning 
at the maid he seated himself on the stool, 
picked up the container and pointed to the 
barrel. 

The maid began to laugh, and she continued 
to laugh as though the procedures of this, to 
her, strange creature were the funniest things 
in the world. Al looked up at her and winked, 
and she went off into another series of giggles, 
watching as he turned the tap and filled the 
measure with wine. He took a deep draught 
and smacked his lips. 

‘‘Say, this is pretty swell, kid.’’” He nodded 
his appreciation to the girl, who laughed harder 
than ever. ‘‘Your name’s Hilda, huh?’’ 

The girl looked quite blank and puzzled. 

‘‘Hilda—Hilda—you!’’ Al pointed to the 
girl, ‘‘Me—Al!’’ He pointed to himself. 
““Al—Al!”’ 

The maid attempted to repeat the name, be- 
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ginning to understand what the man was trying 
to explain. But her pronunciation set both of 
them to laughing uproariously. 

Upstairs the landlord was adding more logs 
to the fire and stirring it up into a blaze. The 
pleasant warmth began to permeate the room, 
driving out the chill and suffusing everything 
with a reddish glow. Travis and the girl drew 
closer to the heat, trying to dry their clothes 
as best they could. The landlord, still regard- 
ing them with hostile eyes, finally completed 
his task and with a few mumbled words hobbled 
up the stairs towards the bedrooms. 

‘‘Well, he’s certainly a fine hotel keeper!?’ 
Travis looked after the man, scarcely knowing 
whether to be amused or angry. ‘‘He acts as 
though he didn’t want any guests.’’ 

‘Perhaps it is that it is very late and he 
do not like to be disturbed,’’ the girl sug- 
gested. ‘‘He go now to arrange the rooms.’’ 
She began drawing off the Dolman and holding 
it out to the fire. 

‘‘Here, let me fix it for you.’? Travis reached 
for the coat, but as the girl stretched out her 
arm he saw that she had been slightly cut along 
the wrist. ‘‘Why, you’re hurt,’’ he exclaimed, 
pointing to the mark where the blood had dried. 


“Tt is nothing.’’ The girl shrugged her 
shoulders. 
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‘*You’d better let me tie it up for you, 
though,’’ Travis insisted. 

He arranged her coat over a chair back so 
that it should dry and took a silk handkerchief 
from his coat pocket. ‘‘I’m not much of a 
doctor,’’ he laughed, taking the girl’s arm and 
gently wiping away the dirt and blood. ‘‘Tell 
me if I hurt you.’’? He began bandaging the 
wound. 

‘Oh, no, it do not hurt now.’”’ The girl 
smiled tenderly on the bent head of the man 
and raised her other hand as though to stroke 
his hair. Then she drew back quickly, conscious 
of her gesture. 

But as though something of her feeling of 
tenderness had transferred itself to Travis, he 
straightened up and looked at the girl with a 
new light in his eyes. They stood in the fire- 
light gazing at each other, spellbound. The 
girl’s pale beauty seemed to grow upon the 
man until, almost without thinking, he leaned 
forward, prompted somehow to take her in his 
arms. Her hands trembled and she caught 
them to her breast. 

‘‘What an idiot I am,’’ Travis exclaimed, 
noting her gesture and misunderstanding it. 
‘“‘You’re cold, and I’ve been standing here 
doing nothing. That maid hasn’t brought the 
cognac yet, either. And I don’t suppose there’s 
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any use calling the landlord. Here, I’ll see if 
I can’t find something myself.”’ 

As though suddenly aware of his surround- 
ings and the fact that he had been staring at 
the girl, Travis started hurriedly towards the 
kitchen. In the archway he turned around. 

‘‘Say, you know I don’t even know your 
name,’’ he laughed. ‘‘We seem to be stuck here 
for a while and I can’t keep on calling you 
‘Mademoiselle.’ My name’s Jim Travis— 
what’s yours?’’ 

The girl looked at him, smiling. ‘‘Marie,”’’ 
she said. ‘‘Marie Vielcazal.’’ 

‘‘All right, Marie,’? Travis grinned. ‘‘I 
can’t say that last one, so I’d better stick to 
‘Marie.’ You call me Jim.”’ 

‘‘ Jim—c’est ca. Jim.’’ Only she pronounced 
it ‘Jeem’ with a funny little accent that 
charmed Travis. 

‘“‘That’s fine,’? he approved. ‘‘Now I’ll see 
if I can find anything to drink, and you try to 
get dried out. You’re going to catch a cold if 
you don’t.’’ 

He hurried out towards the kitchen in search 
of something warming, leaving the girl stand- 
ing before the fire. The door to the cellar being 
closed did not attract his attention, and he 
passed it by, looking along the shelves and 
examining everything that resembled a bottle. 

Marie Vieleazal, being left alone, moved 


NOAH’S ARK 57 


closer to the fire and unpinned her hair, al- 
lowing the long red, rippling strands to reflect 
the warm flames. She unloosed the front of 
her dress, and bent a dampened shoulder to- 
wards the fire. The white flesh, now blue from 
the cold, began slowly to take on a pinkish color. 
She rubbed her chilled, bare arms, stretching 
them out to the heat, turning this way and 
that, like a kitten making itself comfortable. 
Her attention was arrested by a noise without. 
She faced about quickly. The door opened and 
in its yawning width stood Ivan. 

For a moment the two looked at each other 
in surprise. Then the girl pulled her dress 
about her as the man started forward, smiling, 
and she saw that his two companions followed 
him, shaking the rain from their coats and hats 
and the mud from their shoes. 

‘‘Ah, Mademoiselle, we meet again!’’ It was 
Armand who spoke, bowing low. ‘‘I’m glad to 
see that you have survived the accident with 
so little effect. But you are very cold. Allow 
me.’’ He pushed the girl’s chair closer to the 
fire and held out her cloak, placing it over her 
shoulders. 

Tvan and Emil watched the drama with jeal- 
ous eyes, but they, too, were cold and wet, and 
Tvan was already removing his coat and stamp- 
ing his feet. 

‘‘How did you find this inn—at least, I sup- 
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pose it’s an inn?’’ Emil looked about, survey- 
ing his surroundings. 

‘We saw the light from the wreck,’’ Marie 
explained. ‘‘The two Americans and myself. 
They rescued me—I was caught beneath a heavy 
beam. At least one of them did—the tall one.’’ 

‘‘Oh, so they’re here, too!’’ Ivan exclaimed, 
pushing past the others to warm himself at the 
fireplace. ‘‘We also saw the light and started 
here, after the guard told us that there would 
be no help until morning. How strange that 
we should all be thrown together again.’’ 

Marie shrugged her shoulders and made no 
answer. From where she stood she could see 
Travis just coming back from the kitchen, a 
bottle and glasses in his hand. He stopped 
quickly, frowning as he noted the three new 
arrivals. Then he smiled, a faintly cynical 
smile. After all, what difference did it make, 
he asked himself. They had quite as much 
right as he had, and besides, he wasn’t inter- 
ested in the girl, really. He had helped her 
out of the wreck, and probably after tomorrow 
morning he would never see her again. But 
the sight of the men annoyed him strangely. 

Travis stepped into the room and nodded to 
the newcomers, setting the bottle and two 
glasses on the table. 

‘‘Tt’s brandy.’’? He turned to the girl, indi- 
eating the bottle. ‘‘I couldn’t find anything 
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else.’’ He began to uncork the container and 
poured some of the liquid into the glass. 

‘‘Please, I want just a little,’’ Marie stopped 
him with a gesture. ‘‘I am very tired. If the 
room is ready I like very much to go to sleep.’’ 

Travis, realizing that the eyes of the three 
men were resting upon him, handed the girl 
the glass of brandy with undue ceremony. ‘‘If 
the landlord—”’ he began. 

‘‘Yes, he is there.’’ Marie pointed to the 
figure at the top of the stairway that had ap- 
peared so quietly that the others had not no- 
ticed his arrival. 

“Tf the lady’s room is ready she would like 
to occupy it,’’ Ivan interrupted, turning to the 
man on the stairs. 

Travis’ fist clenched spasmodically, and then 
inwardly he laughed at himself. Why should 
he become angry because this other person had 
interfered. He couldn’t speak the language, in 
the first place, and then, just what business was 
it of his if someone else was interested in the 
girl. He was being quite foolish, he reminded 
himself. It wasn’t his affair. 

The landlord made no response to Ivan’s 
question but looked at his three new guests in 
the same manner in which he had stared at the 
earlier arrivals. After a long appraisal of the 
men he finally descended the steps, nodding. 

‘¢Mademoiselle’s room is there.’? With a 
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surly voice and a short jerk of his head he 
indicated the center room, the door to which 
stood slightly ajar. He turned to usher the 
girl to her chamber, but Armand was already 
before him. 

“If Mademoiselle will allow me!’’ He took 
the candle quickly from the landlord’s hand 
and started up the stairs. 

Marie nodded a ‘‘goodnight’’ to Emil and 
Ivan, and then turned and held out her hand 
to Travis. ‘‘Goodnight, and thank you very 
much.’’ She smiled, and then turned to Ar- 
mand, who led the way up the stairs. 

The three remaining guests watched the de- 
parture of the other two with varying emotions. 
Travis was half smiling in sarcasm, half frown- 
ing in anger. Emil and Ivan both seemed to be 
biding their time with some impatience. 

Armand threw the door to the girl’s room 
wide open with a flourish and stepped inside, 
allowing her to pass. Marie looked about her, 
surveying the plainly furnished apartment with 
its scanty articles, and the alcove with half- 
drawn curtains partially concealing the big 
feather bed. She turned to take the candle 
from her escort’s hand and saw that he had 
closed the door behind him. She frowned and 
reached for the light. 

‘If there is anything I can do, Made- 
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moiselle,’’ Armand began, noting the girl’s very 
obvious displeasure. 

‘‘Nothing, thank you. I am very tired,’’ she 
' returned coldly. But she noticed that the man 
had been slyly trying a second door which evi- 
dently seemed to lead to an adjoining room. 
What she did not see, however, was that, as he 
stood there, he was sliding back the bolt, and 
now he handed her the candle, smiling, and 
kissed her hand. 

‘‘Until—morning, then.’’ He shrugged his 
shoulders and bowed himself out the door, 
closing it behind him, ‘‘Patron,’’ he called over 
the balcony to the landlord, ‘‘shall I take this 
room?’’ He pointed to the chamber beside the 
girl’s. 

‘‘Tf you like. It doesn’t matter.’’ The land- 
lord turned away, disinterested. ‘‘Your room 
is there.’’ He pointed to the door on the other 
side of Marie’s, nodding to Travis. 

Travis could not understand the language, 
but gathered the meaning from the indications 
made by the landlord. He finished the glass 
of brandy he had been drinking and with a curt 
nod to Ivan and Emil, went up the steps and 
into his room. 

‘<There are no more chambers,”’ the landlord 
informed the two coldly. ‘‘You will have to 
occupy the room with your friend.”’ 
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“‘Tt doesn’t matter.’’ Ivan seated himself 
at the table and took up the bottle of brandy, 
pouring himself a drink. ‘‘Goodnight.’’ His 
manner, aS brusque as the landlord’s own, 
seemed to make some impression on the man, 
for he bowed and backed slowly through the 
archway and out into the kitchen. 

“‘Well, I’m off,’’? Emil announced, rubbing 
his eyes sleepily. ‘‘Goodnight. Coming up 
soon ?’? 

‘“Yes.’? Ivan poured himself another drink 
and stared into the fire, dismissing his friend 
abruptly. 

But as Emil climbed the stairs Ivan watched 
him, smiling. Through lowered lids he saw his 
friend stop for a brief second in front of the 
girl’s door, then glance back at him, and then 
go on into Armand’s room. He sniffed dis- 
dainfully and continued drinking his brandy. 


CHAPTER V 


Wirnin his room Armand paced up and 
down, intent upon the sounds that emanated 
from the chamber next to his own. Through 
the thinly partitioned walls he could hear the 
girl moving about. A shoe dropped to the floor. 
Water running into a basin, and then splashing 
against the earthen sides. Still, small noises 
of padding feet; curtains being drawn; the 
creaking of a wooden bed. Armand stopped 
and bent his ear to the crack of the door which 
he had unlocked from the other side and lis- 
tened. Then suddenly he straightened up and 
flung himself upon the expansive, feather- 
quilted couch. 

The door from the baleony opened and Emil 
entered, looking cautiously about him. He 
noted the recumbent figure of his friend and 
in the candle light saw that his eyes were closed. 
Tip-toeing quietly past he started towards the 
door leading into Marie’s room. Armand 
opened his eyes, looked up, and coughed de- 
liberately. Emil started in guilty surprise, and 
whirled about. But the man on the couch was 


leaning on his elbow, yawning sleepily. 
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‘‘Oh, I thought you were asleep.’? Emil 
forced a smile and began removing his coat and 
taking off his shoes. 

‘‘No, not quite.’’ There was a shade of sar- 
casm in Armand’s voice as he answered. 

Emil made no response, but walked around 
to the side of the bed nearest the balcony; 
closed the door, and blew out the candle. 

Below, in the big room, Ivan sat like a cat 
before a mousehole. He looked up at the row 
of three closed doors reflectively, and three 
closed doors stared back at him silently. He 
leaned his elbow on the table beside him and 
rested his head on his hand. He picked up the 
bottle of brandy and poured out a glassful. 
Raising the small goblet and holding it up to 
the light he contemplated its contents, twisting 
the stem about until the drops of oily liquid 
swirled round the rim. He nodded his head 
towards the center door in a speechless toast 
and drank. 

Ivan presumed that he drank alone, but his 
presumption was false. Down in the cellar a 
very small figure was making very large in- 
roads on a barrel of wine, teetering back and 
forth on a wooden stool, swaying each time a 
little more unsteadily after the contents of the 
constantly refilled container disappeared. For 
the first time Al felt that he was really doing 
properly by his taste for alcohol. 
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Beside him stood Hilda, the maid, watching 
with wide-staring eyes the amazing capacity of 
such a little person. Al had given up talking 
entirely, not being able to understand the girl’s 
language, and feeling that his time could be 
spent to better advantage anyhow than in a 
one-sided conversation. He grinned meaning- 
lessly, his eyes half closed. Hilda, accustomed 
to such overtures, patted his cheek. 

‘Aw, you go on, now!’’ Al waved her away 
with a gesture of his hand and took another 
drink. 

But Hilda only giggled and proceeded to 
seat herself on the floor beside her newly ac- 
quired friend and lean her head against his 
shoulder. 

‘“Hey, lissen!’’ Al began, looking sidewise 
at the girl, a frown on his face. ‘‘Can’t you 
see you’re interfering with my drinking? Get 
’way from me.’’ He pushed her aside with his 
arm so abruptly that she almost fell over. 

Hilda stared at the man in astonishment and 
then began to giggle harder than ever. She 
reached up and pinched his ear playfully, try- 
ing to put her arms around his neck. But for 
Al enough was enough, and he wouldn’t have 
his ears pinched. 

‘‘Lissen! I told you to go ’way from me. 
If you don’t I’ll sock you.’’ He thrust out his 
lower jaw belligerently and gave the girl such 
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a shove that she went rolling backwards. 
‘“‘There, ’at’s the way to talk to ’em,’’ he in- 
formed himself proudly. ‘‘Have ’nother drink, 
Al. Don’t mind if I do.’’ He refilled the con- 
tainer, slopping the wine over the top, but man- 
aging with a drunken dexterity to convey it to 
his lips, while Hilda sat back in open admira- 
tion of his violent tactics. 

Outside the rain poured steadily down, beat- 
ing with unabated fury against the stone sides 
of the old inn. The windows rattled in the 
gusts of wind that drove sheets of rain against 
them. Water trickled in along the sills and 
oozed over the light walls, patterning them with 
blotches of a darker hue. Heavy trees bent 
beneath the gale, swishing along the walls. 

A cold chillness settled over the big room 
on the main floor. The fire had died down until 
only the dull red of live embers shone through 
the fine gray ashes. The dripping rain de- 
scending through the chimney splattered the 
hearth, leaving little splotches of moisture. The 
bottle of brandy on the table at Ivan’s side was 
almost empty. He regarded it apathetically 
for a while, and then with an unsteady hand 
tilted it and poured the remaining contents into 
the goblet. Once more he raised the glass, 
looking at it through bleary eyes, and then 
toasted to the center door above. 

For some time Emil and Armand lay side 
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by side, their eyes closed, breathing heavily. 
Then Emil stirred slightly, pulled himself up 
to a sitting position and glanced cautiously at 
his friend. Moving slowly and noiselessly he 
crawled from the bed and edged toward the 
balcony door. He put his hand on the knob 
and began to turn it. Suddenly Armand sat 
up and then, as he made out the whereabouts 
of the other man, jumped to his feet and started 
after him. But Emil, hearing the noise, was 
already outside. He snatched the key from the 
lock, slammed the door behind him and locked it. 
Inside the room Armand struggled with the 
door, pulling at it frantically, realizing that 
his friend had tricked him. But Emil, chuck- 
ling to himself, did not bother to glance back 
towards the locked door. Rather, he was in- 
terested in the figure below, sitting with bowed 
head beside the table. Ivan had evidently 
drunk himself into a stupor, he decided. At 
last he had outwitted both of his companions. 
Cautiously he crept along the balcony to the 
center door. He turned the knob and pushed 
gently. The door swung open and in another 
moment he had closed it behind him. Quickly 
he crossed the room and stood before the drawn 
curtains where Marie lay sleeping. He fumbled 
for the string to open the portieres. Unable 
to locate it, he struck a match. In the flare of 
light he found the edge of the curtain and 
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began to pull it back. A sudden wavering of 
the flame; the feeling of an alien presence. 
Emil whirled about. Armand stood behind 
him, an upraised knife in his hand. The door 
between the two rooms was open. 

With a little cry Emil caught at the descend- 
ing hand of his friend. The match died ont. 
The two men struggled in the black darkness. 

Marie sat up in bed with a start, jerking the 
covers about her. She thrust one of the cur- 
tains aside and peered out. She could hear the 
scuffing of feet, the gasping for breath, the 
dull thuds of bodies going against the walls. 
Then, as her eyes became accustomed to the 
darkness, she could make out the figures of 
two men locked together, the one with an up- 
raised arm and in the hand a long, glittering 
knife. She jumped out of bed, terrified, and 
ran towards the baleony door, flung it open, 
and rushed outside. 

Too frightened to think of anything but 
refuge from those struggling figures, the girl 
sped along the baleony and pushed open the 
first door she found. Then, as her eyes dis- 
tinguished the form of a man, she saw that it 
was Travis’ room that she had invaded, and 
she gave a sigh of relief and immediately 
plunged into explanations. 

‘‘They fight—in my room—two men with a 
knife!’’ she gasped. ‘‘Oh, it is terrible—ter- 
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rible! I hear nothing—and then there is a 
noise, and I sit up, and I look out, so! and 
then I see them fight, and they have a knife, 
and “ 

‘‘Hey, wait a minute!’’ Travis expostulated, 
unable to follow the meaning of Marie’s torrent 
of words. He rubbed his eyes and then, wrap- 
ping himself in a blanket, jumped out of bed. 
“‘Now, what is it?’’ He pushed back the heavy 
window portieres. The faint light of early 
dawn came seeping through the still wet panes 
of glass. 

‘‘Here, put this on, and then begin all over 
again.’’ He had just noted that the girl was 
standing there in her underclothes, and rather 
embarrassed, he seized a comfort off his bed 
and threw it over her shoulders. 

“Yes, yes, they fight, you see.’’ Marie pulled 
the spread about her and began to talk hur- 
riedly. ‘‘I think they fight because of me, but 
I do not wait. No, I jump out of bed and run, 
and then I find this room, and you are here. 
Oh, it will be very funny when they find I have 
disappear.’’ She laughed as though she found 
a tremendous amount of humour in the sit- 
uation. 

Travis shook his head in amazement. ‘‘ Well, 
but what—who’s fighting?’’ he finally man- 
aged to ask. 

‘¢Oh, I don’t know!’’ The girl shrugged her 
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shoulders. ‘‘It is very dark—I cannot see. I 
do not wait, I come here—’’ She was off again 
on the same explanation which conveyed little. 

“‘Do you mean it was two of the men who 
came here last night—some of the people who 
were on the train with us?’’ he interrupted. 

‘‘But of course,’’ Marie insisted. ‘‘There is 
—listen!’’ She raised a cautioning finger. 

The sound of a dull thud as of a body falling 
caught Travis’ ear. 

‘‘Good Lord, somebody’s been killed,’’ he 
muttered. 

‘‘No, no, we wait here.’’ Marie laid a de- 
taining hand on his arm as Travis started for 
the door. ‘‘They do not kill anyone—wait! 
They only fight.’’ 

“Well, you ought to know.’’ Travis scratched 
his head in bewilderment, waiting anxiously for 
further developments, but realizing the girl’s 
wisdom in keeping him out of one of these usual 
continental quarrels. 

The sound that had galvanized Travis into 
action had been caused by Emil as he staggered 
through the door that connected the two rooms 
beyond. Armand, beating him back with the 
gleaming knife, had at last struck a blow that 
had sent his opponent reeling to the floor, his 
hand clasped to his forehead. As Emil fell, 
Armand banged the door shut and bolted it, 
leaving the wounded man alone in the room 
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where he had been a short while before pre- 
tending to sleep. 

After a moment the German managed to 
struggle to his feet, still holding the head. In 
the dark he could feel the warm stickiness of 
oozing blood. He struck a match and lit the 
candle on the table by the bed and then ex- 
amined his wound with the aid of the mirror. 
The incision was not serious, but the flesh was 
torn and badly broken, making an ugly gash 
across his forehead. His mouth twisted into 
an angry snarl as he wet a towel and tried to 
staunch the cut. 

In the next room Armand was wiping the 
soiled knife on his handkerchief and sticking 
it back into his belt. His eyes, now accustomed 
to the darkness, sought the portieres that con- 
cealed the bed where, as he supposed, the girl 
still slept. He crossed the floor stealthily and 
gently drew back a curtain. Then he stopped 
in amazement; then pulled the hanging away 
with a swift gesture. The alcove was empty. 

Armand considered the situation, frowning 
in confusement. There were only two means 
of exit from the room—and the girl could not 
have used the one through which he had just 
thrust the German. He started towards the 
balcony door and then stopped. The American! 
He had the room next door. Now he knew 
where to look for what he was seeking. Furious 
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at the way in which he had been tricked, his 
hand dropped to his knife. But even as he 
clasped its still-warm handle the balcony door 
opened and a heavy hand clutched his shoulder. 

Ivan lifted his friend off his feet and de- 
posited him bodily on the balcony, cursing 
roundly. As he stared at Armand his fury 
increased, and with a bellow of rage he leapt 
forward and flung himself at his opponent’s 
throat. Armand struggled to release himself 
from the desperate clasp, but to no avail. Now 
Ivan’s fingers were working slowly upward and 
and his thumbs pressed against the man’s eye- 
balls. Screaming with pain, the Frenchman 
struck out madly with fists that were effortless 
against the overpowering strength of his an- 
tagonist. 

The sounds of a renewed struggle brought 
Marie and Travis to the scene. As they opened 
the door they saw Ivan pushing Armand back- 
wards toward his room. Snarling with rage 
the Russian unlocked the door, and shoved his 
companion inside. But as Armand came 
tumbling in, Emil, recognizing him, lunged for- 
ward, bearing him out onto the balcony once 
more, his fists raining a tattoo of blows on 
the other’s face. 

As Ivan saw that Emil was continuing the 
battle for him, he fell back, laughing drunkenly. 
The two combatants locked in a clench. Back- 
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ward—backward—KEmil was forcing Armand, 
until his body bent over the balcony rail. Then 
with a renewed burst of energy, Armand threw 
off his friend and the two rolled over on the 
floor together. But as they rolled they reached 
the top of the steps and with terrific force, still 
grappling, they crashed to the bottom, Ivan 
struggling after them. 

Marie shrieked and caught hold of Travis as 
the shock of the falling bodies resounded 
through the house. Travis threw his arm pro- 
tectingly about the girl, holding her close, try- 
ing to shut out the sight and sound of the 
struggle, which he himself watched with a sort 
of horrified fascination. He leaned for- 
ward and saw that the two men below were 
scrambling to their feet, while on the stairs 
stood Ivan grinning maliciously. 

Panting and gasping from their exertions 
Emil and Armand gazed in a sort of dazed 
bewilderment. Stunned by the fall, Emil 
leaned against the table and Armand against 
the wall, each trying to recover his strength. 
The fight had become, now, not so much a con- 
test over the possession of the girl upstairs, as 
one of revenge for the blows received. Armand 
and Emil had fairly well settled their scores. 
It was the Russian who occupied the French- 
man’s mind. A nasty look convulsed his swol- 
len face. Through half-blind eyes he could just 


74 NOAH’S ARK 


distinguish the figure on the steps. With a 
shriek he drew his knife and rushed forward. 

Ivan, being on a higher level, had the ad- 
vantage. As he saw the bared blade sweeping 
through the air, he reached out and caught the 
oncoming wrist, wrenching the weapon free 
from the hand that held it. The knife fell to 
the floor with a clatter. Armand leaped to 
snatch back his possession, but the Russian was 
already upon him, forcing him aside. The two 
struggled with out-stretched arms, each grasp- 
ing for ownership. Then Ivan’s fingers closed 
over the sharp steel. But even as he clutched 
the blade Armand’s foot came down squarely 
upon the clenched fist. Blood spurted over the 
bone handle. 

Screaming with pain and rage, Ivan fell side- 
wise, grasping at his hurt member. Armand 
drew back, laughing hysterically, his revenge 
complete. 

But the sounds of the struggle had brought 
the other members of the household to the 
scene. Down in the cellar sat Al and Hilda, 
their heads resting one against the other, both 
sound asleep. The spluttering candle was just 
barely flickering into oblivion when the noise 
of the two men’s bodies bumping down the steps 
awoke the sleepers. Al, startled into activity, 
jumped to his feet, swaying unsteadily, and 
looked stupidly about, unable to realize where 


NOAH’S ARK 75 


he was or what was happening. In the fast 
dying light he caught sight of the maid, and 
pulling her along, rushed for the stairs. 

The landlord, too, had been awakened by 
the shock. From a cavernous hallway he sud- 
denly emerged at the top of the kitchen steps 
and stood listening, his breath coming quick 
and fast, his eyes searching this way and that 
for an explanation of the sounds. Then he 
started slowly down the steps, his cane tap- 
tapping as he felt his way along the dark stairs. 
Suddenly the door burst open. He gave a little 
ery and caught at the wall beside him. But as 
the figures emerged, he recognized the maid and 
the American, and with a muttered oath he 
hobbled on down. 

Al and Hilda stopped abruptly in the arch- 
way as they caught sight of the group in the 
main room. The table was overturned; chairs 
were upset, and in the midst of it all stood the 
three men, glaring at each other with intense 
hatred—the three who but a few brief hours 
before had been the closest of friends. And 
now they were the bitterest of enemies, and 
each bore a scar that would carry on the mem- 
ory of that enmity forever. 

They seemed to wait, tense, expectant, as 
though ready to spring at each other’s throats 
should any one of them give the slightest sign 
of attack. Ivan, his lips set in a hard line, was 
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holding a handkerchief around his bleeding 
fingers. Armand, his hands clasped to his hurt 
eyes, blinked almost unseeing. Emil rubbed 
his injured head tenderly, feeling of his wound. 
While, looking down from the baleony above, 
was Travis, his arm around Marie, afraid to 
speak lest the fight should start again. 

The cold, gray dawn filtered through the big 
windows, paling the dim light in the room and 
throwing into black relief the various objects 
about, making elongated, grotesque shadows on 
the walls. With the coming of morning the 
rain had ceased, and now only the monotonous 
dripping of water sounded without. 

And then the stillness was shattered by the 
thud of horses’ hoofs splattering through the 
thick mud. The sound broke the intense strain 
of the group within the inn and all came to a 
startled attitude of attention. The landlord 
tapped nervously with his cane on the bare 
floor. His frightened gaze turned towards the 
heavy door. He started as though to bar it 
when a thunderous knocking halted him. The 
door moved slowly open. A gray-uniformed 
man stood in the entrance. Behind him a small 
group of riders descended from their mounts. 
The man stepped inside. 

‘‘War is imminent! We have orders to 
search the houses of all alien-born citizens 
along the border!’’ 


CHAPTER VI 


Wak is imminent! 

Like a thunderbolt from a clear sky the 
declaration rolled out over the room. 

War! The very word sent its message of 
grim savagery to each member of the group 
that stood with startled faces staring at the 
officer who had brought the message. Hours 
seemed to drag by before anyone spoke. Then: 

‘‘Halt!’? The officer snapped out the com- 
mand, 

The others turned to look. The landlord, 
who had been partially hidden in the archway, 
was stealthily making his way towards the 
kitchen. But at the officer’s sharp injunction 
he stopped, glancing guiltily over his shoulder, 
his eyes shifting uneasily. Timidly he limped 
towards the commander. 

‘“We have orders to search this house,’’ the 
officer began. Then he turned to the soldiers 
framed in the doorway behind him and issued 
curt commands. 

The uniformed men stepped forward, saluted, 
and scattered about the room. Without more 
ado they began to fling open doors, tapping the 
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walls with the butts of their guns, stamping on 
the loose boards and kicking against the parti- 
tions. 

Ivan, Emil and Armand, their enmity for- 
gotten for the moment, stood back watching the 
scene with interest. Just what the war con- 
cerned and which countries were involved they 
did not definitely know. But the invading 
soldiers wore German uniforms; they were on 
the border of Alsace, always a mooted point 
between France and Germany, and they could 
draw their conclusions from appearances. On 
the other hand it might be only a small affray 
or even a sudden gesture. 

On the balcony Travis drew Marie back into 
the shadow of the doorway, but he, too, was 
waiting anxiously for the outcome of this 
search. 

‘“What did he say about war—that officer?’’ 
he whispered to Marie. ‘‘All I could get was 
something about war.’’ 

‘‘He says there is to be war,’’ Marie whis- 
pered back, looking up at Travis with fright- 
ened eyes. ‘‘They come to search this house— 
I don’t know why. They are Germans.” 

‘*Yes, I know the uniform,’’ Travis returned. 
‘But who are they going to fight?’’ 

Marie shrugged her shoulders and shook her 
head. ‘‘I don’t know. Perhaps it is that it is 
only a little war, but——”’ 
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‘‘Well, whatever it is, we’d better get away 
from here pretty quick.’’ 

‘Perhaps it is not possible,’’ the girl sug- 
gested anxiously. 

“Listen, baby, we’re going to get out and 
‘toot sweet,’ as you say. I’m not interested in 
having one of those guns wrapped around my 
neck just because a couple of armies decide 
they need a little exercise.”’ 

Now the searching party, having found noth- 
ing to its interest in the main room below, 
started out towards the kitchen. At the ap- 
proach Al and Hilda drew further back into 
the shadow. Al, who could understand nothing 
of what was going on, and having no interpreter 
to enlighten him, was, however, enough per- 
turbed by the sight of the uniforms and the 
severity of the officer to become partially sober 
and anxious as to his safety. The girl whis- 
pered something to him in her patois, and began 
pulling him by the hand, motioning for him to 
be quiet. 

Following her lead, the two slipped along 
the kitchen wall and around the stairs and 
started up. Their way led through a short, 
dark passage, and then the maid pushed open 
a door and they came out onto the balcony. 
And just in time, for the soldiers were already 
in the kitchen, pounding away at the walls, pull- 
ing open cupboards and drawers. 
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‘‘Well, my gosh! There’s Jim!’’ Al rushed 
forward and grabbed his friend by the arm. 
‘‘Say, what’s going on here?’’ he questioned 
anxiously. 

‘“‘Wars, and rumours of wars,’’ Travis 
quoted. ‘‘Look here, are you sober?’’ 

‘“‘You’re damned tootin’!’’ Al definitely as- 
sured him. ‘‘What are we going to do?”’ 

“‘That’s just what I’m trying to figure out,’’ 
Travis answered. ‘‘We’ve got to get away, 
that’s certain. But how? We can’t run for it. 
If we had a horse and buggy or something— 
that’s an idea. Suppose you ask your girl 
friend over there whether there’s a horse and 
buggy we can beg, buy or borrow. She ought 
to know—she lives here.”’ 

‘‘Me ask her—me! Say, listen, bozo, don’t 
be funny. She understands me just like I do 
her—not at all. Get Mademoiselle here to ask 
her. She knows how to parley voo.”’ 

‘‘Yes, that probably would be more help,”’’ 
Travis agreed sarcastically. ‘‘Look, Marie,’’ 
he turned to the girl beside him. ‘‘Can you ask 
the maid whether there’s a horse and buggy— 
you know, carriage—around here, and if it’s 
very far to a station. Tell her I’ll pay her 
LOettess 

‘*Oh, yes,’’ Marie affirmed. She beckoned to 
Hilda who came over hesitatingly to the little 
group, and began explaining their wants. The 
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maid nodded, and after a torrent of words, 
Marie looked up at Travis. 

‘‘She says there is a horse and cart in the 
stable,’’ she interpreted. ‘‘There is a station 
just a little distance. She shows us the direc- 
tion.’’ 

‘‘Well, that’s a help.’? Travis breathed a 
sigh of relief. ‘‘Now you go and get dressed, 
Marie, and be ready to start just as soon as 
you can. I[’ll get my clothes on—Al, you come 
along with me. Tell the maid to wait for us— 
we’ll be right out.’’ 

Marie nodded and gave Hilda the instruc- 
tions and the three hurried back into their 
rooms. 

The noise of the pounding had lessened, it 
seemed, for now the searching party had found 
the door to the cellar and they were already 
at work there. The officer remained upstairs, 
his automatic covering the terrified landlord, 
while one of his men kept a sharp watch on the 
three strangers, not knowing how they were 
connected with this house. But Emil, Ivan and 
Armand made no move to take any action. 
They awaited stoically the outcome of the 
procedure. 

In the basement the soldiers were throwing 
the boxes aside and rolling the barrels out of 
their way. They pried at the racks with their 
bayonets. Bottles crashed to the floor, their 
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contents forming dark red pools on the uneven 
stones, and making little rivulets along the 
cracks. Suddenly one of them gave a loud ery. 
The others came running, gathering about him. 
He tugged at the rack above him. It swung 
back, revealing a dark crypt. There, in the 
hollow blackness, were piled high guns and 
ammunition. 

As a shout of triumph came up from the 
cellar the landlord cowered back, his face 
deathly pale, his eyes dilating with terror. The 
officer prodded him with his automatic and or- 
dered him to lead the way to the cellar, at the 
same time commanding the guardsman to wait 
there. The man, quaking with fear, started to 
hobble slowly towards the stairs, his cane 
tapping an uneven beat on the floor. Out into 
the kitchen, and then down, step by step, to 
certain doom, 

As the officer appeared the soldiers drew 
back, saluting. Then the one who had first 
raised the cry spoke: 

‘*We’ve found it, sir,’? he began in German. 
‘‘Guns, ammunition, everything!’’ He pointed 
proudly to the opened place of concealment. 

The officer stepped forward and inspected the 
find. Then he turned and looked at the land- 
lord. The man bowed his head. A series of 
sharp orders came from the commander. 

Two soldiers seized the condemned man. 
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They hurried him to the furthermost wall and 
stood him up against it. A brief command. 
The soldiers fell into line against the wall op- 
posite. A curt word. The soldiers raised their 
guns. The last order. A volley of shots cut 
the still air. The soldiers lowered their smok- 
ing rifles. .A limp body sagged to the floor. 
The officer lit a cigarette and ordered his men 
at rest. 

As the shots rang out Emil, Ivan and Armand 
looked significantly at each other. They under- 
stood only too well what had happened. Emil 
brushed his hand across his forehead and once 
more felt the pain in his wound. He lowered 
his eyes thoughtfully, and then he began to 
smile slowly—a grim smile of hatred and 
cunning. 

Now, acting under the commands of their 
superior the soldiers began to remove the guns 
and ammunition from their hiding place, and 
to pile them in the centre of the floor. The 
officer watched the work for a few moments 
and then started upstairs. His next move was 
to discover the identity of the three men under 
guard in the main room, and the meaning of 
their presence in this household. With these 
thoughts in mind he entered and came towards 
Emil, Armand and Ivan. Ordering the guard 
to fall back, he stopped in front of the men and 
looked them up and down. But just as he was 
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about to speak Emil stepped forward and 
saluted smartly. 

‘‘T am Lieutenant Helmke of the Highty-first 
Bavarians, Sir,’’ he announced, reaching into 
his pocket and bringing out his passport which 
he presented to the officer. 

The man examined the identification and then 
handed it back to its owner, returning the 
other’s salute. 

‘‘And those men,’’ Emil turned and pointed 
to his two companions, ‘‘are spies!’’ He drew 
himself up triumphantly. 

‘‘What!’? Armand and Ivan stared at Emil 
in amazement, scarcely believing that they had 
heard correctly. 

‘‘Sir, this is an outrage!’’ Ivan, his face 
white with fury, clenched his fists and took a 
step towards his accuser as though to seize him. 

But the soldier on guard jumped forward 
and dropped the muzzle of his gun between 
the two. Ivan drew back and again addressed 
himself to the commander. 

‘‘T am not a spy,’’ he declared excitedly. ‘‘I 
am Ivan Nickoloff and a member of the—Hei- 
delberg Student Corps.”’ 

‘And Iam Armand Duval, also a member of 
the same corps.’’ He, too, produced his pass- 
port but the officer scarcely glanced at either. 

“That proves nothing,’? he said coldly. 
‘‘Save that you,’’ turning to Ivan, ‘‘are Rus- 
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sian, and you,’’ he looked at Armand, ‘‘are 
French.’’ 

‘‘Perhaps it may prove something when I 
explain that we three were traveling back to- 
gether from a reunion of our corps, when our 
train was wrecked,’’ Ivan began. ‘‘We were 
forced to take shelter here, this being the only 
house nearby. Further than that, we know 
nothing.”’ 

‘“‘That is true,’? Armand insisted. ‘‘You’ll 
find the train wreck at the nearest bridge.’’ 

Emil smiled cynically. ‘‘It is true I have 
been traveling with these men, sir—for the 
purpose of watching their movements.’’ 

“He lies!’’? Ivan shouted angrily. ‘‘He is 
accusing us for only one reason—to get rid of 
us. There is a girl upstairs,’’ he nodded to- 
wards the balcony, ‘‘he desires. If we were 
not here he might have her. She traveled with 
us in our compartment tonight and some 
rivalry for her favors sprang up amongst us. 
Herr Helmke was outwitted. We quarreled. 
And now he is taking his revenge.’”’ 

The officer looked at the three men, frowning. 
The story sounded plausible, and it was quite 
evident that there had been a violent fight. But, 
on the other hand, this man was a Russian, 
while the accuser was a fellow countryman and 
also an officer in the army. Naturally he would 
be prejudiced in the German’s favor. He con- 
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sidered the situation and then came to a de- 
cision. If there was a girl upstairs, as the 
Russian said, some light might be thrown on 
the subject. 

‘‘Very well,’? he nodded. ‘‘We shall make 
a thorough search of the house. You will ac- 
company me, Lieutenant Helmke.’? He mo- 
tioned for Emil to follow him. 

Emil motioned and started after the officer, 
still smiling. He knew that no matter what the 
search revealed he could convince the officer 
that his story was correct. The man would not 
need much convincing, he told himself, with a 
brother officer making an accusation against 
two aliens. It would be only a matter of form 
to allow the others to have their say, and then 
—that would be the end. And he would be 
revenged for the gash on his forehead and the 
terrible beating he had received. 

At the officer’s command the soldier once 
more resumed his guard over the two remain- 
ing men. As the footsteps ascended the stairs 
Ivan and Armand looked at each other gravely. 
They knew the methods of warfare, and they 
knew that their positions were decidedly pre- 
carious. Finding the girl would not do the 
slightest bit of good. In fact, it might even be 
worse for them, for their story would then 
sound like an easily manufactured lie. They 
realized that there was only one method of 
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saving their lives and that was escape. They 
glanced up at the balcony. 

Emil and the officer were just entering the 
girl’s room. Emil threw open the door and 
stepped back to allow the other to precede him, 
still smiling with an aggravating assurance. 
As he followed the officer inside he glanced 
about. The curtains around the bed were pulled 
back. The place was quite empty. 

““Ts this a trick?’’ The officer glanced around, 
frowning. 

‘“Tt’s very strange, sir.’? Hmil chose his an- 
swer carefully. If, now, he denied the presence 
of the girl on the strength of having searched 
the one room to no avail, and then she were 
found some place else, he would have some dif- 
ficulty in rebuilding his story. ‘‘If she is about 
at all she may be in the next room, sir.’’ He 
pointed towards the American’s room. In fact 
he was quite certain that she had taken refuge 
there. He turned to lead the way. 

But as Emil and the officer had disappeared 
Ivan had looked at Armand, and then glanced 
at the guard. He knew that if they were to 
act at all they must act now. Deliberately, he 
turned his head up to the balcony as though 
interested in what was going on upstairs. Ar- 
mand followed his move, and the guard, seeing 
his prisoners so absorbed in the actions of the 
searching party, turned to look too. At that 
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moment the Russian leapt on the guard, swing- 
ing a heavy fist into the pit of the man’s stom- 
ach. Doubling up from the blow, the gun fell 
from his hands and Armand caught it. Armand 
and Ivan raced towards the door. 

The noise of their footsteps brought Emil and 
the officer onto the balcony, just in time to catch 
sight of the two figures fleeing through the open 
portal. 

‘“‘They’ve got away!’’ Emil shrieked. 

‘‘Stop them!’’ the officer screamed to the out- 
side guard who remained with the horses. At 
the same time he whipped out his automatic 
and sent a rain of bullets in their wake, starting 
down the stairs on a run. 

At the sound of his superior’s voice and the 
gun fire the outside guard came to sudden at- 
tention. He whirled about and faced the black 
nozzle of a rifle. Before he could move Ivan 
was upon him, wresting his gun from his hands. 
Still keeping the man covered, Armand and the 
Russian jumped upon two of the horses, lash- 
ing them into a frenzied burst of speed, and 
striking out at the other animals which imme- 
diately broke into a gallop and tore down the 
road after the departing riders. 

The shots and the noise brought the soldiers 
rushing up from the cellar. Emil and the of- 
ficer were already outside, the latter shooting 
after the escaping men. Swift, crisp orders set 
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the group up as a firing squad and spitting of 
rifles rent the air. Ivan looked back once and 
took aim. The officer’s automatic flew from his 
hand. Through the thin blue smoke the two 
fleeing riders became small spots in the dis- 
tance. 

As the volley of missiles screamed out, Al and 
Hilda worked frantically, hitching up a heavy 
horse to an old cart. Concealed from the sight 
of the soldiers by the long wall that ran out to 
the stable, they were making the most of their 
short time to get away before they were seen. 
Travis lifted Marie up into the seat of the cart 
and prepared to leave as soon as it should be 
ready. 

‘Gosh, I’m glad I got that wall between me 
and them,’’ Al muttered, drawing the reins 
through the rings and throwing them back onto 
the seat. 

‘“‘Don’t talk so much and hurry up. We’re 
damn lucky to be out of this alive,’’ Travis re- 
turned. ‘‘Are you all right, there, Marie? Be- 
cause I think we have some pretty mean driving 
to do. Are you sure that you know the direc- 
tions, now?”’ 

“‘Yes, I have them,’’ Marie nodded. ‘‘We 
turn first to the right, and then where the roads 
cross we go to the left, and then there is the 


station.’’ 
‘Good girl,’’? Travis approved. ‘‘And this is 
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for you, Mademoiselle.’’ He reached into his 
pocket and drew out several large bills and 
handed them to the astonished Hilda. ‘‘Tell 
her we thank her for getting us out of that 
hole,’? he turned to Marie. ‘‘If she hadn’t 
known the way down those back stairs we never 
would have got out alive.’? He swung himself 
up onto the seat and picked up the reins. 

In a torrent of Alsatian patois the girl was 
thanking Travis for the money. She pulled up 
her skirt and shoved the bills down into an 
inner pocket. 

“*All set, Al?’’ Travis looked over his shoul- 
der at his companion who was swinging up on 
the back of the cart. 

“‘Let ’er go, bozo, and the quicker the better.”’ 
He shuddered as the rifles resounded in a series 
of shots. 

Travis slapped the horse over the back with 
his reins and the trio started off with a jerk. 
But Hilda, seeing her one friend disappearing, 
sat down in the court and began to cry. It was 
too much for Al. He jumped off the back of 
the cart and ran to the girl and kissed her 
soundly. 

‘‘Tt’s all right, baby,’’ he consoled. ‘‘If I 
ever get back here I’ll come and see you again.”’ 

With a parting wave of his hand he raced 
after the cart and swung onto the joggling 
boards. 


CHAPTER VII 
War! 


War and the beginnings of war! 

War that was to draw at last the greatest 
nations of the world into conflict! 

W-A-R! Screaming black letters fled ter- 
rified across white pages. Markets rose and 
fell in wild panic. Grave diplomats held 
frenzied conclave. Whirring machinery began 
an endless day-and-night activity. Small, 
every-day matters of life that had once seemed 
so important suddenly became of no impor- 
tance. All thoughts turned in one direction; 
all hearts beat to one rhythm—war! 

Paris, the peaceful city that for so long had 
lain dreaming in the warm sun, nursing its 
soft, green river close to its heart, turned in 
one brief moment into a maelstrom of seething 
turbulence. Paris, a city inflamed with the tur- 
moil of a national crisis ...mad with the 
thrill of impending danger ... a wild whirl- 
pool of hysterical gaiety forced round and 
and round by the undercurrent of approaching 
disaster .. . a tranquil leaf tossed on the on- 


rushing tide ... war! 
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From the very top of Montmarte on the right 
bank, where the rounded, white, upstanding 
domes of Sacré-Coeur swell to bursting against 
the sky, to Montparnasse on the left bank where 
broad boulevards with their avenues of spread- 
ing trees shelter vagrant lovers, strolling with 
their arms about each other’s waists, ran de- 
lirious riot. From the Arc de Triomphe, sta- 
tioned, like a general inspecting his troops 
which are the weaving processions of automo- 
biles and horsecabs, on the Champs Elysées 
across to the two annoyingly-flat towers of 
Notre Dame, bedlam held sway. And in the 
centre of it all the Jle de la Cité, where, at its 
very termination Henry IV sits astride his 
bronze horse, gazing meditatively out over the 
Place Dauphine. 

Crowds thronged the streets, laughing, shout- 
ing, singing, drunk on the wine of excitement. 
Mobs gathered about the bulletins displayed in 
the windows of newspaper offices, shrieking, 
pushing, pulling at each other to learn the latest 
turn of events. Men and girls danced in the 
streets to the tune of military music. The cafes 
were crowded to the doors; the terraces so 
closely packed that the tables extended out over 
the sidewalks to the very curbs; the bars a 
writhing mass of humanity. 

And everywhere soldiers ... soldiers... 
soldiers. They appeared as though by magic, 
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springing from the ground fully uniformed. 
Tall Zouaves in blue and yellow boléros with 
their baggy trousers tucked into low boot tops, 
their red capes flung back over their shoulders. 
Be-whiskered French officers with bristling 
moustaches in blue coats with the red epau- 
lettes and red trousers. The Chasseurs Alpins 
in marine-blue, their small bérets perched on the 
sides of their heads. The Spahis, browned 
Arabs with the sky-blue culotte and the red 
cape. The Dragons with the red culotte and 
the white casque with the waving horse-hair 
tails. 

Flags flew from every building ... news- 
boys shrilled the latest editions . . . taxi horns 
piped unheeded warnings ... flower women 
hawked their wares... champagne corks 
popped ... Turkish venders with the red fez, 
dangling their pearls and bright rugs... 
women fought for the right to possession of a 
man... dogs barked ... yowling cats sped 
hurriedly up alleyways ... the put-put of mo- 
tor boats came up from the river .. . patrons 
standing treat . . . garcons pocketing huge tips 
. . . live, live, live tonight, for there may never 
be a tomorrow. 

At the Gare de l’Est an incoming train 
belched forth an anxious, fear-stricken swarm 
of travelers. The rumours of war brought back 
in a hurry the vacationists, as well as the aliens 
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who sought the refuge of a large city and all 
its perquisites in this time of stress. Pressing 
their way through the crowd, unburdened by 
baggage, Marie, Travis and Al forced their way 
into the street. 

‘Say, this is a mad-house!’’ Travis caught 
hold of Marie’s arm as a group of people, run- 
ning, almost knocked her over. ‘‘It looks as 
though it’s going to be some war, all right.’’ 

‘‘You said it, bozo!’’ Al looked about at the 
conglomerate mass of humanity writhing 
through the city. ‘‘Say, this is great,’’ he 
laughed, as the noise and the excitement began 
to permeate his spirit. ‘‘How about a little 
drink—just to help celebrate?”’ 

‘‘Tf you please, I like very much to see my 
father,’’ Marie interposed. ‘‘His studio it is 
very near. We come back later. My father, 
he do not know I return from Vienna, and he 
will be so surprise.’’ 

‘*Sure, I know,’’ Travis agreed. ‘‘We’ll go 
to your place first, and then we can come back. 
We’d better get a taxi.’’ 

They stood on the curb hailing one passing 
vehicle after another. But all Paris had de- 
cided to do the same thing. Taxis went by, 
crowded full of soldiers and girls, soldiers and 
sailors, sailors and girls, working men and their 
wives and children, artists and students, for- 
eigners of every nationality, beautiful models 
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from the dressmaking establishments—every- 
thing but an empty cab. 

‘We never find a cab to-night.’? Marie 
shook her head. ‘‘I know, when there is cele- 
bration everybody ride in taxi. It is better we 
walk.’’ She pulled at Travis’ arm and turned 
to leave. 

‘* T guess you’re right, Marie,’’ the man con- 
cluded. ‘‘Come on, Al.’’ 

The three started up the broad street, arm in 
arm, lest they lose one another. Through the 
surging, restless mobs they piloted their steps, 
pushed this way and that by the careless, care- 
free revelers. But the whole atmosphere was 
transferring its exhilaration to Al. He wanted 
to step in and become a part of the celebration 
himself. 

““Aw, listen,’’ he pleaded. ‘‘You two go on 
ahead and leave me here. I want to have some 
fun. I’ll stay at this cafe.’’ He pointed to a 
large, brilliantly lighted place with innumer- 
able small tables set out on the sidewalk and 
from which much laughter, altercation and noise 
in general emanated. ‘‘I’Il be all right by my- 
self—and I won’t leave here until you come 
back. But be sure you come back for me, be- 
cause if I get left all alone here—Gosh!”’ 

‘Tg it much further to your house?”’ Travis 
asked Marie. 

‘‘Oh, no, it is only at the next corner and 
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then down that street.’? She pointed in the 
general direction of her destination. ‘‘It is 
all right for your friend to stay here. We come 
back for him. We see my father and maybe he 
return with us. I know this Café.’’ 

‘‘Go ahead, Al, and we’ll come back for you, 
then,’’ Travis agreed. ‘‘But for the love of 
mud don’t get lost in this jam or I[’ll never find 
you. And don’t try to pick up all the Made- 
moiselles in the place—you may get into a fight 
if you do.’’ 

“‘Don’t you worry about me, bozo!’’ Al 
winked knowingly. ‘‘I’ll get along like a house 
afire. See you later.’’ He waved and dashed 
into the crowd, pushing his way through to- 
wards the tables. 

Travis and Marie sauntered on, making the 
best time they could under the circumstances. 
They followed the broad, hight boulevard until 
they reached the corner, and then at Marie’s 
direction they turned off into a narrow side- 
street where old houses leaned forward with a 
slightly rakish air as though bowing across to 
each other. One dull gas lamp illuminated the 
thoroughfare, leaving the shadows in im- 
penetrable blackness. The sidewalks were little 
more than curbstones, and Marie and Travis 
walked in the slightly wider, cobble-stoned 
street. 


The houses seemed almost deserted. All the 
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world was on the boulevards where light and 
coolness and people and revelry could be found. 
Cats slept on the window sills or in doorways 
undisturbed. Only faint sounds of the merry- 
making came drifting down the little street. 

‘‘Many artists and students they live here,’’ 
Marie explained to Travis, who was gazing 
wonderingly on these strange places. 

‘‘Tt must be pretty old,’’ the man speculated. 
““You know, it looks like something you read 
about. Any minute now, I expect to see a gen- 
tleman in doublets and hose and a _ broad- 
brimmed hat with a plume in it and a sword 
at his side, come swinging around the corner. 
And then two bandits will jump out of that 
doorway and seize the bag of gold that’s hid- 
den in his sash. It’s just like a stage setting.”’ 

The girl laughed at Travis’ imaginings. ‘‘It 
is very old,’’ she told him. ‘‘It is of the—how 
you say—moyen age—moyen—umiddle.”’ 

‘‘Oh, the middle ages, sure. That’s just what 
it looks like,’’ Travis agreed. 

They walked in silence for a few moments 
and then the girl spoke. ‘‘I hope my father he 
is here,’’ she began wistfully. ‘‘It makes a long 
time now I do not see him. He is an artist, 
my father,’’ she added proudly. ‘‘But now he 
is not well, and he is able to paint only a little. 
He teach me but I do not paint very good.”’ 

‘“What do you do, then,’’ Travis asked, his 
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curiosity becoming more and more aroused. 

“‘Me? I play piano. That is why I am in 
Vienna,’’ Marie explained. ‘‘I prefer piano to 
painting. My mother she was very good at 
piano. She play in concert. So my father, he 
send me to Vienna to study. But I am so lone- 
some, and so I come back to Paris for a little 
while. Now, I don’t know. If there is war, I 
cannot go back until it is over. But maybe it 
is that it does not last long.’’ 

‘*Oh, I guess you’ll be able to go back pretty 
soon,’’ Travis assured her confidently. ‘‘ Every- 
thing ought to be over in a couple of months. 
There’s always a war going on some place in 
Europe. It’s like Mexico.’’ 

“‘T don’t know.’’ The girl looked doubtful. 
‘‘Maybe— Oh, but here is where I live!’’ she 
exclaimed suddenly, turning into a narrow pas- 
sageway. 

Travis followed his guide through a small 
dark aperture that quickly led into a courtyard 
paved with cobblestones. All the houses around 
the yard were as dark as those on the street. 
In the faint light of a pendant gas lantern he 
could make out large studio windows on the top 
floors of the dwellings. 

“‘Oh, I see a light in my father’s studio,”’ 
Marie’s voice interrupted Travis’ inspection 
of the place, and he followed her pointing finger 
to one of the studio windows where a dim light 
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flickered. ‘‘Oh, I am so glad to come back. It 
make me very happy.’’ She caught the man’s 
hand and clasped it tightly in her joyousness. 

‘Maybe I’ll be in the way,’’ Travis suggested 
as he followed Marie to the door and started 
up a flight of narrow steps. ‘‘Maybe you’d 
rather see your father alone.”’ 

‘Ah, no—no—no!’’ the girl shook her head 
vigorously. ‘‘My father he will be very happy 
to see you. And you have been so kind to me. 
No, you like my father very much. I want that 
you come with me.”’ 

Marie was hurrying up the steps, laughing in 
her very evident pleasure in this home-coming. 
As they reached the top of the last flight of 
steps, she put her finger to her lips. 

‘‘S-s-h!’’? she cautioned. ‘‘We pretend we 
are visitors. Now, come.’’ 

Quietly they walked down the hall and 
stopped before a door. Marie knocked, sup- 
pressing a laugh as she did so, and caught hold 
of Travis’ arm. 

‘‘Just wait! O-oh, he will be surprised,’’ 
she whispered. 

They waited, but no answer came. At last 
Marie, unable to contain herself any longer, 
turned the knob and threw open the door. She 
stopped quickly, checked her outburst of en- 
thusiasm, and stared. 

Travis, standing behind the girl, could not 
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see what it was that had caused such a sudden 
change in her manner. But as Marie stepped 
hesitatingly into the room, he followed. Then 
he saw a heavy woman enveloped in a big, black 
apron, thrusting some articles into a packing 
box. The rest of the place was almost bare. 

“Tf you please, madame, where is my 
father?’’ Marie looked about, a puzzled frown 
between her eyes. 

‘“‘Tf you mean Monsieur du Bois, I don’t 
know where he’s gone, and what’s more, I don’t 
care. He owes me three months rent.’’ The 
woman turned to stare belligerently at the two 
in the doorway, wiping her hands on her apron. 

Marie gasped. ‘‘But surely—surely that is 
not possible,’’ she stammered. ‘‘Why, he sent 
me money 3 

‘Well, he’d of been a lot better off if he’d 
paid me what he owed me, and that’s all I 
got to say about it.’’ The woman glared at 
Marie and then at Travis, and then sniffed dis- 
dainfully, 

Travis not being able to understand the 
conversation, had been gazing about the room. 
A few paintings stood in one corner, and in 
the centre the woman and the boxes. Beyond 
that, there was nothing. The walls were old 
and cracked, and big light squares appeared 
where pictures had evidently once hung. But 
now they were stripped, their dilapidation com- 
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pletely revealed. A half-opened door to one 
side of the room suggested that beyond lay an- 
other chamber. 

‘She say my father he owe her the rent for 
three month, and he is gone away.’’ Marie 
turned to Travis, her eyes large and bright 
with astonishment and fear. 

‘““Maybe Madam knows where he went,’’ 
Travis suggested. ‘‘Did you ask her that?’’ 

Marie brightened up perceptibly and once 
more turned to the woman. ‘‘ Perhaps, Madame, 
you can tell me where he went,’’ she began. 
‘‘T must find him. Surely he left some address 
where he could be found.’’ 

The woman shrugged her shoulders and 
turned a surly face. ‘‘He went away a week 
ago, that’s all I know. He didn’t leave no ad- 
dress, neither. What’d I want with his ad- 
dress. He hadn’t got no money. I sent him 
packing, I can tell you. Address! Humph!’’ 

‘‘She say my father he leave one week now 
and she do not know where he is—there is no 
address.’’ Marie looked up to Travis with the 
most despondent, disconsolate face he thought 
he had ever seen. ‘‘Now, I do not know what 
I do.’? She shook her head sadly. 

‘‘Perhaps he’s with some friends.’’ Travis 
himself, was non-plussed. He wanted to help, 
but he could think of nothing that might be of 
assistance to the girl. ‘‘Do you know any place 
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he might go? I’ll take you wherever you think 
best. Do you know his friends?’’ 

‘‘Oh, yes, I know them, but I do not know 
where he could go,’’ Marie returned helplessly. 
‘We are very much alone—my father and me. 
Very close, we are, so I do not know where he 
can go. Madame,’’ she spoke again to the 
woman, unable to give up the hope that she 
might learn something concerning the artist, 
‘didn’t my father have any of his things sent 
on—and my bird—my little Bijou % 

The woman interrupted her with a torrent of 
angry words. ‘‘Your bird! Well, I like that! 
What do you think I’m going to do for the 
money he owes me? Let him take his things 
away and leave me here with nothing to pay 
me for my trouble? That’s likely! He went 
out of here with the clothes on his back, and 
he could of left them, too, and I wouldn’t be 
paid. All I got’s a lot of junk.’’ She indi- 
cated the paintings that leaned against the wall. 
“*T can’t get nothing out.of them. He couldn’t 
sell them himself—let alone me.”’ 

Marie blinked back the tears that were slowly 
beginning to fill her eyes. ‘‘She keep all my 
father’s things,’’ she began, indicating the 
woman. ‘‘She keep them to pay for the rent— 
all his things—his paintings—my little bird— 
everything——”’ 

“*Yes, and what’s more,’’ the woman inter- 
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rupted, her temper getting the better of her 
as she dwelt on her injuries, ‘‘I let him stay 
on here, after I knew he couldn’t pay his rent. 
He kept promising me every day, he’d be back 
with some money, and I believed him. And I 
waited and waited, and I could of been getting 
good money for this place, and I let him live 
here for nothing. And what do I get for it? 
What do I get for it, I ask you? Nothing but 
a lot of rubbish and then his upstart daughter 
comes along and wants to know where the old 
man is. I like that!’’ 

Travis, realizing that the woman was trying 
to brow-beat Marie, took hold of the girl’s arm. 
‘Look here, Marie, what’s that old harridan 
saying to you. It doesn’t sound very pleasant. 
How much is the rent here, anyway. I’m not 
aiming to be inquisitive, but & 

The girl shook her head and named a sum 
so small in Travis’ eyes that he gasped. ‘‘But 
I cannot pay,’’ she continued. ‘‘I have only 
a little money now, and I must find my father.”’ 
The tears began to course slowly down her 
cheeks and she sobbed as though her heart 
would break. 

It was too much for Travis to see the girl 
crying so, and he put his arm about her com- 
fortingly. ‘‘See here! You tell the woman I’ll 
pay the rent and an extra month, so you’ll have 
some place to live until you locate your father. 
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You'll want his things, anyhow, and——’’ 

‘‘Oh, no—no!’’ Marie shook her head vio- 
lently, but she held tightly to the American’s 
arm, as though she felt that he was the only 
protector she had left. 

‘‘There, now, it’s all right.” He patted her 
shoulder and produced a wallet from his pocket 
from which he extracted the number of bills 
necessary to pay the amount due. ‘‘Here, 
Madam,’’ he held out the money to the woman. 

She did not understand his words, but her 
eyes lighted up at the sight of the currency, 
and she hurried forward and seized the bills, 
repeating again and again her thanks. 

‘Now tell her to unpack those things and 
make this place fit to live in,’’ he ordered 
Marie. ‘‘Now, now, don’t cry any more. 
Everything’s going to be all right.’’ He took 
out his handkerchief and tried to dry the girl’s 
eyes. 

But she only clung to the man, sobbing until 
he took her in his arms and petted her as he 
would a child, 


CHAPTER VIII 


Au pushed his way through the crowd, look- 
ing around for a table. Scurrying waiters, 
their trays swaying in mid-air as they held 
them high over the heads of the patrons, 
brushed past him, running between the inside 
bar and the terrace in double-quick time. Page- 
boys with brass buttons gleaming opened taxi 
doors and banged them shut hilariously. The 
chaussure made wild dashes for hats and 
cloaks, ducking in and out among the arrivals 
and departures with a tremendous gusto. The 
Cafe’s big dog raced up and down, barking ex- 
citedly. 

No one paid the slightest attention to the 
little man who stood, rather bewildered, in the 
midst of all this confusion. A medley of sounds 
and voices engulfed him like a great, incoming 
wave. The clatter of dishes on the marble- 
topped tables. The jingling of coins exchang- 
ing hands. The chink of glasses raised and 
lowered. The tinkle of silverware. The clink 
of bottles. The scuffling of feet. The scraping 
of chairs. High laughter. The clang of a cash 
register. The twang of strange tongues. 
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Garcon! ... deux demis ... Garcon! Psst! 
Garcon! ... un verre du vin rouge... Gar- 
con ... café creme ... Garcon ... deux 
fines ... Garcon, Vaddition, s’il vous plait 
... Garcon... trots bénédictines et un ar 
magnac... Garcon...un_ café calvados 
...Garcon... quatre demis...Gargon... 
un verre du vin blanc a l'eau Garcon... une 
fine. ..Garcon...cafénoir...Gargon.... 

In the midst of all this Al moved. Finally, 
over in one corner, he found a vacant place and 
seated himself. All around him men and girls 
laughed and made love, talked and drank. He 
signalled to the hurrying waiters, until the one 
on duty at that section stood beside him. 

‘**Scotch highball,’’ Al ordered. 

““Comment?’’ The gargon frowned and 
shook his head. . 

‘‘Scotch highball,’? Al repeated. ‘‘Scotch— 
scotch with soda.’’ 

Still the waiter frowned, shifting from one 
foot to the other and trying to comprehend. 
They had nothing like that, he explained at last 
in French. 

‘**Scoteh—you know—scotch whisky—whisky 
—water—whisky.’’ Al was gesticulating de- 
terminedly, insistently. 

The group of people at the next table looked 
over and began to take an interest in this pro- 
cedure. The waiter, anxious to be at his other 
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posts, half turned away, shrugging his 
shoulders. But one of the men nearby, a pink- 
cheeked, black-bearded Frenchman, signalled 
the departing servant. 

**T think Monsieur wants whisky with a si- 
phon,’’ he explained in French. 

““Ah! veeski! Ah, c’est cal Veeski—avec le 
siphon. Oui, oui, Monsieur! Bon!’’ The 
waiter’s face lighted up with understanding 
and he scurried away, calling out his order to 
the bar. 

Al smiled in bewilderment. He had said 
‘“whisky’’; the other man had said ‘‘veeski.’’ 
Both words sounded similar, but one was un- 
derstandable to the waiter—the other was not. 
He’d have to learn how to say that—veeski— 
seefong. It sounded like that, anyhow. 

A saucer with a fifty centimes mark on it 
appeared before him; then a tumbler, and the 
waiter poured the measure of whisky from the 
bottle on his tray into the glass and slid a 
siphon across from another table with a 
“‘Voila! Merci, Monsieur!’’ and sped away 
again. AI filled the glass half full of water and 
looked about for ice. But, not knowing how to 
ask for it, he decided to let the matter rest, and 
took a deep gulp of his drink, smacking his 
lips. 

A rattle of drums sounded from down the 
street. The people at the cafe stirred to atten- 
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tion, leaning forward expectantly. Then a 
sound of martial music blared forth. The 
crowd leapt up, shouting, as a troop of soldiers 
marched into view. Hats went hurtling 
through the air, women fluttered frantic hand- 
kerchiefs, cheers resounded, prolonged and 
loud. 

In the centre of the throng a girl jumped up 
on a table and, clapping her hands, broke into 
the strains of ‘‘La Marseillaise.’’ 

Allons enfants de la patrie, le jour de glowre 

est arrivé 

Contre nous, de la tyrannie, 

L’étendard sanglant est levé 

L’étendard sanglant est levé... 

An hundred voices took up the anthem; an 
hundred throats swelled with song; hands and 
feet, dishes and spoons, beat out the time; 
glasses raised in a common toast. 

Aux armes, citoyens, fermez vos bataillons, 

Marchons! Marchons! 

Qu’un sang impur abreuve nos sillons! 

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp! Heavy 
shoes pounding rhythmically over the stones; 
light feet marching on to doom and destruc- 
tion. 

Women ran alongside, some weeping, some 
laughing, some stretching forth their hands, 
some clutching babies to their breasts, some 
dragging children by the hand. Old men and 
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young kept pace with the procession, some 
darting on ahead, some tapping painfully, 
slowly, with their sticks. Ragged boys, whoop- 
ing and yelling, dashed in and around and 
about the moving uniforms. Dogs leaped up and 
down, barking noisily, shrinking into a momen- 
tary quiet as kicking toes turned towards their 
ribs. 

And then they had passed. Only thin, re- 
treating sounds floated back. The crowd 
settled once more into its former spirit. Al 
succeeded in ordering another whisky and soda 
by pointing to his empty glass and nodding his 
head. 

Now a girl stood beside his table, evidently 
searching for a vacant place. Her big, dark 
eyes and vividly rouged cheeks beneath the 
huge picture hat drooping under the weight of 
a mass of bright roses caught Al’s attention. 
He looked up and smiled, and the girl smiled 
back. With a flourish and a bow Al rose and 
motioned for the girl to have his seat, reaching 
out to pull another one up to the table. The 
girl smiled again and sat down as a man in 
uniform drew up a chair and seated himself 
beside her, putting his arm about her posses- 
sively. 

Al stared at the pair, and then angrily 
plopped down into the chair he was holding. 
The girl said something to the soldier which Al 
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could not hear, and which he could not have 
understood, even though he had heard, and the 
man turned and glared belligerently at him, at 
the same time drawing his companion closer 
to him in defiance and defence. Al took an- 
other drink and turned his back. 

‘“‘T see where I have to get me a uniform if 
I’m going to stick around here,’’ he told him- 
self, grinning philosophically as he meditated 
on the situation. 

But his thoughts were shortly interrupted 
by the appearance of Travis and Marie, swing- 
ing down the street, arm in arm. Al jumped 
up and waved wildly, calling out to the pair 
and they neared his section. They caught sight 
of the little figure, and, waving an answer, be- 
gan to weave in and out among the tables until 
they reached him. 

‘‘Well, back again, Find everything all 
right?’’ Al pushed forward his chair for Marie 
and began looking about for some vacant 
seats. 

“Oh, no, I cannot find my father,’’ she an- 
swered, the tears springing to her eyes once 
more. 

‘‘Now, now,’’ Travis interrupted, taking her 
hand. ‘‘You promised me you’d forget all 
about that until tomorrow. Here, I’ve got 
some chairs, Al.’’ He quickly picked up two 
seats just vacated, successfully turning his 
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friend’s attention from Marie and her troubles, 
and pushed one over for Al and sat down be- 
side the girl. ‘‘We’re going to forget every- 
thing tonight. What do you want to drink?’’ 

*‘Oh, I don’t know—some beer,’’ the girl 
suggested. 


‘‘Beer, nothing!’’ Travis laughed. ‘‘How 
d’you get that way? What are you drink- 
ing, Al?’’ 


““Veeski, seefong,’’ Al informed his friend 
proudly. ‘‘I just learned how to say it. In 
other words it’s a good old-fashioned highball, 
only they don’t know what that means here. 
Want me to order one for you?’’ he demanded, 
anxious to display his newly-attained knowl- 
edge. 

‘“Nope, not for me!’’ Travis shook his head. 
‘This is Paris, and we’re drinking champagne, 
aren’t we, Marie? You tell the waiter to bring 
a quart,’’ he told the girl. 

‘‘Oh, a quart! But it is too much,’’ she pro- 
tested. ‘‘Unless your friend a 

‘“‘Me? Huh-uh!’’ Al shook his head. ‘‘I 
stick to one drink when I get started. Any- 
how, I don’t like champagne!”’ 


Travis signalled the waiter. ‘‘A quart of 
champagne,’’ he told her, indicating the 
gargon. 


‘‘But,’’ she began again. 
‘‘Listen, Mademoiselle,’? Al interrupted, 
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teasing her. ‘‘You don’t know the capacity 
of these hard-drinking Americans. Why, when 
I was still in the cradle they had to put gin in 
my bottle of milk every night before they could 
get me to go to sleep. Children ery for it over 
in our country.”’ 

‘‘Well, I don’t know.’’ Marie laughed and 
shrugged her shoulders, and then turned to 
the waiter and gave the order. 

In a few moments a silver bucket appeared, 
its sides dripping cold beads of sweat. The 
waiter twirled the neck of the bottle that pro- 
truded from the top of the container and an- 
nounced that it would be chilled in about ten 
minutes. 

“‘Say, you know something we’ve got to do,’’ 
Travis turned to Al as the waiter disappeared 
into the crowd. ‘‘We’ve got to find some place 
to sleep tonight.’’ 

*“‘Gosh!’? Al looked at his friend and 
nodded. ‘‘I forgot all about that. Well, 
there’s lots of hotels around; that’s one thing.”’ 
He motioned up and down the boulevard where 
frequent signs announced lodgings. 

““Yes, but remember that crowd on the train 
today,’’ Travis reminded him. ‘‘And I got 
a hunch just about everybody’ll be streaking 
it for Paris on account of this war. What do 
you think, Marie?’’ He turned to the girl. 
‘“Think we’ll have a hard time finding some 
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place to sleep? Will the hotels be crowded?”’ 

**T don’t know,’’ she answered. ‘‘There are 
many people in Paris, now. But we try. I 
know some hotels.’’ 

**Well, let’s forget about it for a while,”’ 
Travis decided as the waiter returned and a 
champagne cork popped. ‘‘It’s only eleven 
o’clock,’? he added, consulting his watch. 
“<The evening’s still young.’’ 

The waiter filled the two glasses and the yel- 
low fluid rose, sparkling, to their rims. Then 
he replenished the third with whisky and seur- 
ried away. 

‘‘Well, here’s how!’’ Travis handed Marie 
a glass and picked up his own. 

‘‘Here’s to Paris,’? Al nodded. ‘‘You 
know,’’ he added after the toast was drunk, 
‘“‘T’m beginning to like this place. It’s not 
so bad.’’ 

‘““Not so bad! I’ll say it’s not, when the 
nicest little girl in the world lives here.’’ 
Travis patted Marie’s hand, smiling. 

A flower woman importuned them, holding 
out a great bunch of deep, red roses. Her 
slight body bent beneath the weight of a big 
wicker basket, filled with the blooms that 
spilled their fragrance on the summer air. 

‘‘ Pour Madame,’’ she repeated, thrusting the 
flowers at Marie. ‘‘Dia centimes, Monsieur, 


dix centimes.’’ 


114 NOAH’S ARK 


Travis laughed and reached into his pocket 
drawing out a handful of change and dropping 
the coin into the woman’s hand. 

‘‘Oh, they are so beautiful!’? Marie buried 
her face among the velvet petals. ‘‘You are 
very kind.’? She looked up at Travis, a soft 
tenderness in her eyes. ‘‘Thank you very 
much.’’ 

“‘That’s all right,’? Travis assured her, but 
he watched her very evident, child-like pleas- , 
ure in the flowers with something a little more 
than friendly interest. And he noted how the 
rich color of the roses was reflected in her face, 
lending it a lovely pallor that only made her 
dark blue eyes a heavy purple. Then he shook 
himself slightly, as though clearing away a 
spell, and turned to his champagne. 

For an hour or more the three sat talking, 
and watching the scenes about them. The lit- 
tle stack of dishes with the fifty centimes mark 
on them were piling up in front of Al with an 
amazing rapidity. The world was assuming a 
rosy glow. The lights winked naughtily. The 
din became more and more deafening. So this 
was Paris! 

‘‘Come on, let’s pay this bill and beat it,’’ 
Travis suggested finally. ‘‘Then we’ll see if 
we can get a taxi and a hotel.”’ 

‘‘Suits me, bozo,’’? Al agreed, fumbling about 
for his wallet. 
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They paid the check, after a long period of 
trying to attract the attention of the garcon, 
and then stood on the curb, waiting for a cab. 
At last one rolled up and deposited its pas- 
sengers, and Travis, following Marie’s instruc- 
tions, grabbed the handle of the door and 
pushed his two companions inside. As soon as 
they were settled, the girl gave the chauffeur 
instructions to drive to an address in Mont- 
parnasse. 

Through narrow, winding ways the taxi sped 
on its precarious route. Peep-peep! Peep- 
peep! The horn squeaked as the driver swung 
’round a curve, barely escaping a passing 
truck. Up the broad Boulevard St. Germain. 
A bus, making late rounds because of the un- 
settled conditions, passed to the left almost 
taking off a fender. The chauffeur turned to 
argue with the driver. Another taxi swept 
alongside, just escaping a collision. The taxi- 
man pulled a half-chewed cigar from his mouth, 
and with both hands began an argument. And 
the vehicle rushed onward, guided by auto sug- 
gestion alone. 

‘‘My gosh!’’ Al breathed one sigh of terror 
and then closed his eyes and clasped his nerv- 
ous fingers tightly together. ‘‘Say, listen, 
we’re all going to be killed if we keep on at 
this rate,’’ he gasped. 

“‘Oh, no,’’ the girl laughed, amused at the 
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little man’s fear for their safety. ‘‘They drive 
always this way. It is very few times anyone 
is killed.’’ 

‘‘Well, if we’re one of the few that’s enough 
for me,’’ Al retorted, his eyes still tightly 
closed. 

When he at last gathered courage to look 
about him, he found himself speeding up a 
street that seemed so narrow as to afford space 
for only one vehicle. And yet others were 
whizzing past them, bent, he thought, on cer- 
tain ruination. The old houses, time-stained 
and softened by long years of weathering rain 
and sun, were so close that it was as though 
one might reach out and touch them. And then 
at last Montparnasse. 

The little Café du Dome not yet become a 
Bar Americiane, was brightly lighted, and clut- 
tered with people. Across from it, on the op- 
posite corner, the Rotonde catered to heavily 
moustached Frenchmen. While on down the 
street the quiet Select had, for this one evening, 
turned into a roistering, riotous place. 

“‘Aw, let’s stop here for a while,’? Al 
pleaded, attracted by the noise and the bril- 
liancy of the corner. 

‘‘Nope, we’ve got to find a hotel first.’’ 
Travis was firm. ‘‘And we’d better keep the 
taxi, Marie. There may not be a chance of 
getting another.’! 
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“*Yes, I think so,’’ the girl agreed. 

Now they were stopping before a small hotel, 
and the girl instructed the driver to wait for 
them. They rang the bell and after a wait the 
concierge, a sleepy-eyed boy, opened the door. 
Marie questioned him about rooms and then 
turned to Travis. 

‘‘He say that there are no rooms,”’ she trans- 
lated. ‘‘He say that all the hotels are very 
crowded. But we try another place I know.”’ 

They left the boy to continue his broken 
slumbers and rounded the corner, going 
through the same procedure. There were no 
rooms available. Everybody was very sorry, 
but there were no rooms. 

From one place to another they went, but 
the same story met their ears. Until at last 
they decided to try Montmarte. 

Across the length of the city they dashed. 
The soft, pink-lavender warmth of the street 
lamps enveloped them, and shed a roseate glow 
over the whiteness of the streets. On out the 
long Boulevard Montmarte until the Place 
Pigalle came into view. Then up, up they cir- 
eled, always in the shadow of Sacré-Coeur. 
Below them the city spread in broad panorama. 
Here the Hiffel Tower pointed lean, black fin- 
gers to the sky; there the Place de la Concorde 
with the white needle in the centre fronted the 
Chambre des Deputes; further along, the broad 
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pillars of the Madeleine; and in the centre of 
it all the Place de l’Opera; and always the 
Seine, a silver thread rambling like an artery 
through the body of a giant. 

Tired, and disappointed in their search, the 
three sat in a little café. And after a while 
they forgot their tiredness and their disap- 
pointment. Bearded artists danced with their 
models in the streets. Poets recited their in- 
terminable verses. Singers told of violent 
Gascons, renowned for swordsmanship and 
wines. Cartoonists sketched and sold por- 
traits. Athletes stood on their heads on a 
carafe of water. Pour l’artiste! Pour Uar- 
tiste! 

Tramp...tramp...tramp.... Through 
the weary night ... the roll of drums... 
the shrill of bugles . .. tramp ... tramp 
... tramp... the beat of martial music 

. the clank of spurs .. . the click of 
mustered rifles ... tramp... tramp . 
CLRID teks 

Travis’ arm was about the girl. He bent 
his head. ‘‘I’m just crazy about you,’’ he 
whispered. 


CHAPTER IX 


Marre drew back the long, heavy portieres 
that veiled the large room of her apartment 
in semi-darkness, and threw wide open the 
door-like windows. Drawing her negligee more 
closely about her she stepped out onto the little 
baleony with its wrought iron railing and 
pulled up the sun screen. Soft, warm light 
drifted lazily about her. Overhead, white, 
bright clouds hung motionless, suspended 
against a pellucid turquoise dome. Tall trees 
showed translucent green heads over the low 
gray housetops. 

The noisy laughter of playing children came 
up from the cobblestones below; the chatter of 
busy women, plying their household tasks; the 
splash of water and swish of brooms and mops. 
Pungent food odours rose lazily and scattered 
in space. Cats yawned, stretching themselves, 
and resumed their soporific basking. The lit- 
tle courtyard seemed so peaceful, so secluded, 
so untouched by any outside thing, and yet 
from the Boulevard beyond came always the 
monotonous tread of marching feet, faintly, 
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The little bird in the cage by the window 
trilled. The girl turned, smiling, and puckered 
up her mouth, making light, chirping sounds. 
The canary ruffled its bright yellow plumage 
and began a series of answers. The girl 
laughed delightedly. 

“* Ah, mon petit—mon petit Bijou,’’ she whis- 
pered, her voice low and caressing. ‘‘We are 
very happy, no? We never be not happy any 
more. Eh, eh, eh?’’ She thrust a finger be- 
tween the wooden bars of the cage and wiggled 
it. The bird burst noisily into song. 

Marie looked around eagerly as the figure in 
the bed stirred. Then she tip-toed gently 
across the room and stood gazing at the sleeper 
in tender contemplation. She bent down and 
brushed back a lock of bronze hair and kissed 
it. Travis sat up and rubbed his eyes. 

“*Q-o-oh! Phew!’’ He groaned and rubbed 
his head, leaning back against the pillow. 

‘“‘The bird—did it wake you?’’ The girl 
reached over and pulled a second pillow behind 
Travis’ head, patting it into place. ‘‘I am 
sorry.’’ 

‘‘No, I guess not.’’? He stifled a yawn and 
attempted a smile with only fair success. 

‘*You like some coffee?’’ Marie questioned. 

‘*Coffee!’? His face brightened at the 
thought. ‘‘I sure would—got any?’’ 

‘Oh, yes!’’ The girl nodded and hurried 
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to the little table by the door where, over a 
small gas burner, a miniature percolator was 
bubbling. ‘‘You see, I have already think you 
like some,’’ she laughed. 

Travis moved his hand gently across his 
throbbing temples and made a little grimace 
as he passed a thick tongue over his dry lips. 
He stared around the room with a sort of half- 
hearted interest. He tried to recall all the 
events of the night before, but somehow they 
were rather jumbled. He could remember a 
great confusion of noises, lots of lights, and 
strange voices. He had danced, he knew that 
—gosh! he must have been drunk, he told him- 
self, 

This was the apartment he had come to with 
Marie early in the evening. He recognized the 
surroundings. After that, they had picked up 
Al—where was Al now? He pondered hazily 
over the thought and then dismissed it with 
a sigh. Then they had gone looking for a 
hotel—that was it! They couldn’t find any 
hotel. And then they had gone to Montmarte, 
and they had had a lot of champagne. Things 
began to seem a little more clear, but it was 
too much of an effort to think of them. 

‘“‘Here is the coffee.’’ Marie was holding 
out a cup, the contents of which sent a decid- 
edly appealing odour over the room. ‘‘I made 
it black—it is best, no?’’ She sat down on the 
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bed and handed the cup and saucer to Travis. 

The man sipped the hot liquid, taking short, 
quick swallows. ‘‘That tastes mighty good,”’ 
he exclaimed. ‘‘I think I’m beginning to come 
to.’’ He reached out and patted the girl’s hand 
as it rested near his. 

Marie caught his hand and held it closely, 
a little, half-broken sigh of contentment es- 
caping her lips. 

‘‘Ah, you like more coffee,’’ she Jumped up 
in contrition for her neglect of the empty cup 
and hastened to refill it. 

‘‘T sure would,’’ Travis took a deep breath 
and sat up once more. ‘‘Say, where’s Al?’’ 
he questioned after a moment’s reflection. 

‘¢A]— Oh, he is there, asleep on the little 
couch.’’ Marie pointed to the closed door on 
one side of the room. ‘‘You don’t remember? 
We put him here.’? She laughed. ‘‘No, you 
drink too much champagne last night.’’ 

She came over to the bed with the second cup 
of coffee. ‘‘Too much champagne it is not 
good for you,’’ she shook her head disapprov- 
ingly. 

‘‘Well, it’s a grand and glorious feeling 
while it lasts,’? Travis philosophized, reaching 
for the cup. 

‘‘Ah, but you should drink only a little,’ 
Marie continued, lecturing him as one might 
an over-loved child, with only pretended se- 
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vereness. ‘‘Then you feel very happy—and 
you do not have the headache in the morning.’’ 

Travis laughed. ‘‘You’re right,’’ he agreed 
with mock solemnity. ‘‘But then, it’s all a 
question of taste. Now I say to myself, I say, 
‘Jim, how about another little drink?’ And 
Jim says to me: ‘You know you’ll have a head 
in the morning.’ And then I say: ‘Well, I 
guess it’s worth it. Here’s how.’ ’’ 

Marie laughed delightedly. ‘‘Oh, babee, you 
are so funny,’’ she giggled. ‘‘You make fun 
at me.’’ 

*<T wouldn’t think of it,’’ Travis assured her, 
sipping at his coffee. 

Like an April day the girl’s mood changed 
- from one of laughter to demure gravity. She 
sat on the bed, staring off into space, conjur- 
ing with her thoughts. Now and again a shade 
of anxiety crossed her face, but for the most 
part she bore an air of subdued happiness. 
She raised her head suddenly as Travis 
smoothed her arm, and smiled. 

‘“‘What are you thinking about?’’ he ques- 
tioned. ‘‘You look like the Sphinx—so still and 
thoughtful.’’ 

“‘Oh, I just think—I am so unhappy last 
night, and now I am so happy.’’ She sighed, 
perking her head to one side like the canary 
in the window, and regarded the man in front 
of her. ‘‘It is like—how you say—a new world. 
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Like the beginning of everything. And always 
it is to be so, n’est ce pas?’’ 

Travis glanced curiously at the girl, slightly 
puzzled as to her exact meaning. It was to be 
like this always. To him that had a sort of 
enigmatic sound. He didn’t know what was to 
be like what always. But then, women were 
peculiar creatures, anyhow, he reflected, and 
you never could tell just what they meant. 
They said one thing, and yet implied another. 
Anyhow, he didn’t feel like working his mind 
over any problems at the moment. 

But the sound of voices and the fragrant 
smell of cooking coffee had brought the little 
man in the adjoining room to his senses. He 
sat up on the couch and looked about, his mind 
blurred and confused. He couldn’t make out 
where he was, or why. He inspected his per- 
son, and discovered that, with the exception of 
his coat, vest and shoes, he was quite fully 
dressed. Funny! He listened to the sounds 
coming from the other room. That was Jim’s 
voice. 

“‘Oh,’’? he suddenly moaned. ‘‘What a 
head!’’ He felt his temples tenderly; and then 
lay back again, looking up at the ceiling and 
trying to recall the events of the past evening. 

Then, as he considered, light began to dawn 
upon him. Forgetful of his aching head, he 
jumped to his feet and grabbed for his vest. 
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He pulled a watch from the pocket and held 
it up to his ear. Yes, it was still going. He 
looked at the time. 

‘‘My God!’’ he sputtered. ‘‘Jim! Hey, 
Jim!’’ He banged loudly on the closed door 
with his fist. ‘‘Say, Jim!’’ 

‘‘Yeh, what is it?’’ Travis’ voice came from 
the other side of the partition. 

‘“‘Know what time it is?’’ he called back. 
“‘Tt’s ten o’clock! We got just one hour to 
make that boat train!’’ 

“‘Jumpin’ Jehosephat!’’ He could hear 
Travis’ exclamation and then the sound of a 
person leaping to his feet. 

‘“Full speed, bozo!’’ he called back, and be- 
gan to snatch up his clothes and hurry into 
them. 

At Al’s words Marie frowned in bewilder- 
ment. She looked at Travis for some explana- 
tion, but he was already grabbing his clothes 
from a near-by chair. 

‘‘But—but, I don’t understand.’’ She shook 
her head, still puzzled. ‘‘What you mean? 
What boat?’’ 

The boat for America, honey,’’ Travis ex- 
plained, making frantic efforts to untangle his 
apparel. 

‘“‘For America?’’ Marie gasped. ‘‘But you 
do not go to America? You stay here, no?’’ 

‘‘Oh, but I can’t do that, dear. We’ve got to 
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leave while we can. There’s no business to be 
done here until this war scare is over. And 
from all I remember hearing last night, we’re 
mighty lucky to have our passages booked.’’ 
He wiggled his arms into his shirt sleeves and 
perched himself on the edge of the bed, pull- 
ing on his socks. 

For a moment Marie waited in a dazed 
silence. Going away—he was going away. 
And she would be left all alone. But no, he 
couldn’t mean that—not after the things he 
had said. There must be some other explana- 
tion. Suddenly an idea crossed her mind. He 
had just mentioned having passages. She 
clapped her hands joyously. 

‘*Ah, then I go with you, eh?’’ she exclaimed 
delightedly. ‘‘I go to America, too, with you.”’ 
She nodded her head in certainty. 

Travis halted his dressing for a moment and 
looked at the girl quizzically. He wasn’t sure 
what was going on in her mind. But if she 
was trying to put something over on him— 
He had been taught that these French dames 
were wary and full of wiles. And yet, she 
didn’t seem like that sort of girl. But he shook 
his head. 

‘“Why, I hadn’t exactly planned on that, 


honey,’’? he returned, smiling at her. ‘You 
see, I aa 
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His words were interrupted by a violent 
pounding on the door. 

‘‘Hey, there, bozo! You almost ready?”’ 
Al’s voice resounded through the room. 

‘‘Almost!’’ Travis answered, reaching for 
his collar and tie. He stepped in front of the 
long wardrobe mirror and began adjusting the 
neckgear. 

Marie was watching his actions with a kind 
of horrified fascination. Each move seemed to 
be just so much more separation. 

‘“‘But I—I think we are going to—to be 
marry,’’ she began hesitatingly. ‘‘You say—’’ 
her voice trailed off into silence. 

Travis turned from the glass for a moment 
and looked at the girl. He didn’t know just 
what to say to that. It might have been 
that last night he had made some rather rash 
suggestions. But he certainly hadn’t meant 
anything like that. He had simply been play- 
ing the old, old game, and if this girl chose 
to take what he had said seriously—well. He 
reached for his coat and drew it on. 

‘‘All set, Al,’’? he called out, picking up 
his hat. 

‘‘All right!’’ Al called back. ‘‘Meet you in 
the hall.’? A door opened and shut. 

‘“‘Oh, Jim! Jim!’’ As though the realiza- 
tion had finally burst upon her that the man 
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was actually leaving. Marie jumped up and 
ran towards him, throwing her arms about his 
neck. ‘‘You must not go—you must not! I 
love you, Jim, I love you. You don’t under- 
stand! I never loved anyone else but you! 
Never! Never! Never! You do not go away! 
‘You tell me that you love me! And I believe 
you! Jim!’’ 

She burst into tears, clutching at him fran- 
tically, trying as though by sheer force to hold 
him back. ‘‘You tell me you love me,’’ she re- 
peated, sobbing. 

‘‘Sure, I love you, dear.’’ Travis patted 
the girl’s shoulder and raised her face to his, 
kissing her. ‘‘But I’ve got to go, just the 
same.’’ He tried to disengage her arms from 
about his neck, but she only clung more tightly 
to him. 

‘“‘Hey, listen, Jim!’’ Al was pleading 
through the closed door that opened onto the 
hallway. ‘‘We’ve got just half an hour now 
to make that train, and——’’ 

‘‘Look here, honey.’’? Travis firmly released 
himself and held the girl at arm’s length. 
“‘T’ve got to go, now, that’s all there is to it. 
But I want you to take this.’”’ He dove down 
into his pocket and pulled out a roll of bills. 

Marie still gazing pleadingly into his eyes 
did not notice his gesture. She could only 
stand there, sobbing brokenly. It was almost 
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as though she had lost all power of movement. 
She swayed slightly. Travis caught her hand 
and pressed the money into her palm, closing 
her nerveless fingers over it. He kissed the 
top of her head lightly, and rushed towards 
the door. 

Slowly the girl looked down at her hand as 
though for the first time cognizant of the fact 
that she was holding something. Then, as her 
gaze rested on the currency, she drew back, 
startled. Travis, his hand on the doorknob, 
paused to look over his shoulder. He had 
given her quite a lot, he knew, and it was to 
this that he attributed her strange bewilder- 
ment. Then, as he threw open the portal, he 
half-stopped. 

Marie’s hand was slowly relaxing. As she 
stared at the money, she was beginning to 
realize what it meant. And the realization 
brought with it a horror that overspread her 
face. Now she knew what he thought of her— 
how he regarded her. With a half-stifled ery, 
she allowed the bills to drop to the floor. 

At the sight of her shocked look, Travis sud- 
denly became conscious of something. He 
turned to go back. But a hand grasped his 
arm and pulled him out into the hallway. 

‘‘Hey, listen!’? Al was tugging at his 
friend’s coat sleeve, pulling him towards the 
stairs. 
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‘‘Wait a minute, Al.’’ Travis stopped, his 
brows puckered in a frown. ‘‘I’m afraid I’ve 
pulled a mighty rotten trick. I’ve got to go 
back and——’’ 

‘Like hell you will!’’ Al seized the taller 
man and rushed him headlong down the steps. 
“‘T don’t care what’s happened, we’re going to 
catch that boat.’’ 

‘“‘But, Al, you don’t understand!’’ Travis 
persisted. ‘‘I’ve made a mistake, and a 

‘“‘Be yourself, bozo, be yourself!’ Al 
thrust his friend through the door and out into 
the courtyard. ‘‘If we miss this boat we’re 
stuck here for weeks. Come on!’’? They 
dashed out through the narrow passage and 
into the street. 

As the sound of their footsteps and their 
voices disappeared, Marie rushed towards the 
door. ‘‘Jim! Jim!’’ she called. But no an- 
swer came back. 

She stood motionless for a few seconds, and 
then rushed frantically towards the window. 
“Jim! Jim!’? The sound of her voice left 
only an echo. Clutching the portieres, she 
stood like a statue, immovable, tense, not even 
breathing. 

‘So that’s what he thought of me—that’s 
how he’d care for me!’’?’ The words sounded 
low and hollow in the empty room. Her eyes 
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were hot and dry. There were no more tears, 
Only a strange, empty sensation. 

“Oh, God! Oh, dear God!’’ Her hands 
were tightly clenched together, her body rigid. 
“‘And I thought that he was different—not 
like other men. I thought—I thought—I 
thought—’’ The words choked her. ‘‘But he’s 
not! He’s not! They’re all alike! There is 
no good in the world! There is no God! There 
is nothing but wickedness, and sorrow, and 
evil!’’ 

At the sound of her words the little canary 
in the window suddenly burst into song, trill- 
ing and carolling as though it would refute her 
despondent cry. 

‘And you!’’ Her voice rose to a scream, in 
an attempt to drown out the very happiness of 
the music. ‘‘You! Even your song is a lie! 
There is nothing, I say! Nothing!’’ 

With an hysterical laugh she seized the cage 
and raised it as though to cast it from the win- 
dow. But the very action suddenly made her 
relax, removed the strain. She fell to the floor, 
and a rain of tears brought relief. 

“Oh, God,’’? she moaned. ‘‘Why have you 
done this to me? Why must I suffer? Now 
there is nothing—nothing any more. All life 
is an illusion—and now all my illusions are 
gone. Oh, why did this have to happen to, 
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me! I wanted so much to love, and to be 
happy. And I believed in happiness and love. 
And now I know that there are no such things. 
It is all hard, and cold and now I shall be 
hard and cold. Never again will I allow any- 
thing to hurt me. I have been hurt too much! 
I can’t stand it! Oh, I can’t stand it!’’ 

The noisy laughter of playing children came 
up from the cobblestones below; the chatter of 
busy women, plying their household tasks; the 
splash of water and the swish of broom and 
mops. Pungent food odours rose lazily and 
scattered in space. Cats yawned, stretching 
themselves, and resumed their soporific bask- 
ing. The little courtyard seemed so peaceful, 
so secluded, so untouched by any outside thing, 
and yet, from the Boulevard beyond came al- 
ways the monotonous tread of marching feet, 
faintly, persistently. 


CHAPTER X 


Tue four horsemen of the Apocalypse rode 
rampart over the land, leaving in their wake 
mangled bodies and souls of bodies. The un- 
sated black vulture stretched out its cadaver- 
ous neck and circled about, searching with 
red-bead eyes for freshly tainted victims. The 
fiery cross blazoned its crimson trail against 
the smoke-stained sky, sending forth its signal 
to destruction. The trumpet sounded its tor- 
tured call, madly shrill in the once-still dark- 
ness. The yawning jaws of hell snapped and 
yawned, and snapped and yawned again. 

Gray, mud-soaked fields caught to their 
breasts motionless blue forms, staring up un- 
seeing at the all-encompassing leaden are. 
Half sunken piles of cannon and gun carriage 
dotted the broad stretches of ground. Masses 
of entangled barbed wire rose like briary 
bushes in blobs of growth. Deep sunken holes, 
stabbed with remnants of steel, waited like 
empty sacrificial cups for the wine of life to 
be spilled into their chalices. Trees, once fresh 


and green, now stood stark naked, stretching 
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out distorted brown arms in dull, inanimate 
appeal. 

Fronted and backed by the protecting earth, 
the brothers-in-arms to those motionless blue 
forms waiting the command that would send 
them forward to pattern the same design on 
the waiting carpet of earth. Fresh, young 
faces laughed as the flare of a match touched 
to a cigarette lighted up the gloom of a sodden 
day; fresh, young voices intermingled as or- 
ders ran up and down the line. Long, sharp 
points of steel suddenly gleamed hard and 
cold; clinked as they slid into place; glittered 
as they pointed their noses to the sky. 

‘“‘Got a light?’? Armand Duval turned to 
the man beside him in the trench, one arm en- 
circling his gun, the other hand twirling a 
paper and some tobacco into a cigarette. 

The man held out a half-finished smoke, 
pushing it against Armand’s new one. Ar- 
mand inhaled. The glow from the two cig- 
arettes illuminated his face and revealed one 
drawn and twisted eye that lent him a 
strangely grotesque appearance—the effect of 
a perpetual smirk. The light died down as he 
turned forward, waiting with the others, blue 
smoke circling lazing about his head. 

A sudden explosion ... a flash of blinding 
light shutting out the world ...a whirring 
noise ...a dull thud deafening the silences 
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... dirt spurting up into the air ... heavy, 
opalescent clouds pendent in space ... a rain 
of mud and stones... the thick vapour 
slowly dissolving. ... 

A veritable madhouse the trench became. 
Men shrieked and swore, stumbling and knock- 
ing against one another. Like shadows from 
a nether world, they seemed, confused and un- 
real in the glare and the opaque screen. Some 
shrank to the ground, covering their heads with 
their arms; some fought wildly for safety 
where no safety lay; some beat the earth walls 
with their fists; some stood, numb with shock 
and terror, unable to move. It might have 
been an hour—and yet it was only one passing 
moment. 

And then the smoke began to clear. And as 
it cleared it brought to view those things on 
which no man could look, and yet each man 
must look with horror-starting eyes and 
tongueless mouth. And yet each did not see, 
and yet each bore within his heart the thing 
he did not see across the mud-gray earth. 

With a yell they were scrambling over the 
top of the trench, leaping forward, lashed on 
by an insane fury. They stumbled and fell as 
their feet sank into the thick slime; they 
crawled on hands and knees, and bellies; they 
struggled upright again and ran. The guns 
struck against their sides, but they felt noth- 
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ing. Screaming shells burst in the air about 
them, but they heard nothing. Gaping holes 
in the line, protruding legs to be jumped, but 
they saw nothing. On, on with the mob to ven- 
geance, bayonets pointing the way. 

Up from the ground sprang gray-uniformed 
figures. Down into the ground vaulted blue- 
uniformed figures. Came the clang of steel, 
the dull thud of bodies, the cries and snarls 
of rage, the squeals and the moans of hurt. 
The mud became a stained slough of living, 
writhing movement, like some small piece of 
that viscous primordial jelly, maggoty with the 
spawn of things that were to be. 

And so drab days went on and on. And 
hazy-purple autumn turned hoary and the 
white winter laid a gentle hand over the 
scarred fields what little while it dared. And 
spring came on and bright poppies turned up 
their heads and opened crimson mouths to the 
sun, afraid to look below. Into another sum- 
mer, and still the monotonous tread of march- 
ing feet resounded; still the shells spat at a 
tired sky; the unsated vulture still circled over- 
head. Another autumn, and then winter came 
agains .oo% 

Blue-shadowed snow stretched avidly from 
point to point, piling itself up against every in- 
tervening object, as though it resented any in- 
terference in its wanderings. It lay in dirty 
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mounds about the open, round wide eyes of 
cannon. It heaped itself in stained masses 
along the tops of the trenches that cut through 
its whiteness like gaping wounds across the 
pale back of a giant. 

Uniforms, once swagger and gay with trap- 
pings, now hung limp and disheveled, their 
colors faded to dun, nondescript nothing. Tat- 
tered knees and elbows flaunted their discrep- 
ancies to the sharp winds that howled angrily 
biting through the threadbare coverings. 
Remnants of shoes, enforced by heavy swath- 
ings of newspapers and sacking, barely pro- 
tected blue-cold feet. Faces were haggard and 
swollen, covered with stubbly beards; eyes 
were bloodshot and sleepless. 

In one such trench a bearded man harangued 
with his fellows. Shivering with cold, weak 
with hunger, they gathered about him as 
though to warm and feed themselves upon his 
words. The frost thickened on his beard, 
freezing even as his breath whistled harshly 
through his clenched teeth. 

“‘T ask you, comrades, why do we fight? 
This is not our war. We are Russians! Why, 
then, are we sent into battle? Why, I ask you 
—why? We hold no grudge against these men 
we go to kill. Are we not human beings—are 
we not individuals with the capacity to think 
and to act, each for himself? And yet we are 
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ordered out to be mowed down like the ripe 
grain before the scythe of the reaper. Who 
says we shall make war? Who is it ss us 
out to the winds with no thought : 

Suddenly the men who had been listening, 
nodding their heads, drew back sullenly. They 
fell away, muttering invectives beneath their 
breath as an officer strode through their ranks. 
The officer wrapped in a great fur coat which, 
half open, revealed a uniform whole and as im- 
maculate as the life allowed, stepped in front 
of the incendiary, a scowl wrinkling his brow. 

“‘Well! And what’s the trouble here?’’ 
Ivan Nickoloff, his arms folded across his 
chest, stood staring at the man. His lips tight- 
ened in a thin line; his eyes became dark slits. 

The soldier glared back defiantly, his head 
raised. 

‘*We ask why we are fighting!’’ he returned 
eurtly. ‘‘We ask why we are sent to be 
slaughtered like cattle by men we have never 
harmed !’’ 

Behind him, around him, came low growls of 
approval, low murmurs of approbation. 

‘So!’ Ivan’s voice was like the sharp snarl 
of a mad dog. 

He wheeled suddenly, whipping an automatic 
from his belt, and glowered at the man before 
him, A curt command; a gesture. 

Slowly, laggardly, the soldiers took their 
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places along the line, facing out over those vast 
expanses of blue-shadowed snow, mumbling 
and muttering. Only one did not obey; only 
one waited, his teeth clenched, his breath com- 
ing fast and hard. Suddenly he lunged for- 
ward, thrusting with his bayonet. 

But even as his weapon tore the air the sharp 
report of an automatic sounded. He fell to the 
ground, writhing convulsively. 

The soldiers turned away as quickly as they 
had looked back. They clutched their guns. 
Then up over the frozen mounds of ground into 
the cool whiteness. They scrambled to their 
feet and pushed on. But the thick snow pulled 
at their weary legs. Terror clutched at their 
hearts. They faltered, moving uncertainly. 
The line wavered and broke. Mob panic froze 
them. 

With an oath Ivan shot out an order. A hail 
of machine gun fire kicked up the snow, send- 
ing it flying about. Bodies crumpled up. Men 
screamed. The line formed again, uncertainly 
—but still it formed, once more facing the 
enemy trenches. Nothing mattered, now. 
Death lay at their backs—death lay in front of 
them. Death from their own side—death from 
the other side. Death, like a low-settling cloud, 
engulfed them. 

And so drab days went on and on. And 
spring encroached on the fastnesses of winter 
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and set the earth to quivering anew with pul- 
sating life. And summer laid soft green over 
the fresh-made mounds. And fall and winter, 
spring and summer, came again. And once 
more fall and winter. And then the spring. 
And still the endless tread of tired feet; the 
ceaseless spurts of flame mocking at the 
sullen sky. ... 

Three thousand miles of sea flecked with 
strange gray dots... long trails of smoke 
heavy on horizon lines ... over there! over 
there! ... dark and mustard-yellow figures 
through the streets... that the Yanks are 
coming! the Yanks are coming! .. . buoyant 
hearts bound on a great adventure... the 
drums rum-tumming everywhere... mad 
mob-joy in a sobbing breast... but we’re 
going over! we’re going over! ... fresh, green 
vigor burning like raw alcohol ...and we 
w-o-n-’t ¢-o-m-e b-a-c-k ’til it’s over over 
there... ! 

A group of khaki-garbed soldiers made a 
rush for it. Bursting shells flamed in mid-air 
and their parts catapulted to the ground. Ma- 
chine guns sent a rat-a-tat-tat, repeated and 
repeated. Dirt spattered and spurted in minia- 
ture geysers. Figures went down and rolled 
about and rose again, only to fall back and 
rise no more. Men flopped flat on their bellies 
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and wormed their way to cover, dodging into 
shell holes, squatting behind rocks. 

A handful of privates leapt into one hole, 
crouching down as a shower of bullets zipped 
along the ground above them. A tall, bronze- 
faced man ventured to raise his head above the 
projecting wall. Zing! His hat dropped to the 
ground. Heducked. The little man beside him 
grabbed for the hat and handed it back to 
his companion, 

‘“Hey, bozo! You keep down. We don’t 
want any calamities in this family.’’ Al pulled 
at his friend’s arm as he returned to his old 
position. 

*‘T’m all right.’’ Travis took his helmet and 
examined it where the bullet had grazed it. A 
piece of pasteboard fluttered out and Al re- 
trieved it. 

“‘Say!’’ he whistled, examining the paper. 
‘“‘That’s familiar! Who isit?’’ He handed the 
picture back to Travis. 

‘““Who is it? Why, you poor bimbo, don’t 
you remember Marie—the little French girl 
who was with us the night we found out about 
this man’s war?’’ his companion explained. 

“Oh, sure, I knew I knew that face. Where’d 
you get it?”’ 

‘‘T found it in my pocket after we sailed for 
home,’’ Travis answered. ‘‘She must have put 
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it there that night.’’ He stopped suddenly, his 
face taking on a thoughtful, moody expression. 

‘‘Hey, what’s the matter?’’ Al nudged his 
friend. 

“‘Oh, nothing, I was just thinking.’’ Travis 
sighed and regarded the picture once more. 
“‘You know, Al, I’ve thought a lot about that 
time. She was a damned nice kid. I’ve done 
a lot of things in my life that I suppose I ought 
to be sorry for, but there’s one thing I’ll never 
forgive myself for—and that was leaving this 
girl the way I did. I understand a hell of a lot 
I didn’t understand before—and I reckon it’s 
too late now to do anything about it.’’ 

‘‘Cheer up, bozo!’’ Al nodded sympatheti- 
cally. ‘‘Maybe you’ll find her again, now that 
we’re back here. Gosh, it doesn’t seem like the 
same old place, does it?’ 

‘‘Hey, buddy, got a fag?’’ The man beside 
Travis nudged him. 

‘“VYeh—if you can call it that.’’ He reached 
in his pocket and pulled out a package of 
French cigarettes. 

‘‘Hell!’’ the man groaned. ‘‘I’ll be so gol- 
darn glad when I e’n get a cigarette wot is a 
cigarette! Gimme one, anyhow, buddy. 
Thanks.’’ 

A comparative quiet settled down for the 
time being and the small group of men smoked 
and talked placidly. The machine guns had 
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ceased their sputtering and the scream of shells 
no longer roused the air. Only the dull thunder 
of some Big Berthas coming from a long way 
off, mingled with distant rolling of guns, re- 
sounded. The men pushed back their helmets 
and wiped their sweating faces on the backs of 
their coat sleeves. 

Al sat for a while in silence, as though lost 
in his own thoughts. Then, rather shyly, he 
pulled off the tin hat from his head and shook 
out a picture. He looked at it for a few mo- 
ments, and then with a sort of shame-faced 
pride, handed it to Travis. 

‘“‘That’s the only girl that’d ery if they got 
me, bozo.’’ He half turned away, swallowing 
hard. ‘‘But, by God! she’s the best in the 
world.’’ He sounded as though he were dar- 
ing anyone to refute his statement. 

Travis took the photograph and looked at it. 
A sweet-faced woman with white hair looked 
back at him with clear, unflinching eyes. ‘‘To 
my dear son.’’ He read the words scrawled 
across the bottom of the picture in an old- 
fashioned hand. Silently he passed the por- 
trait back to his comrade. But there was no 
need of words, for each one knew what the 
other was thinking about. 

‘¢When’s th’ shootin’ goin’ to start ag’in?’’ 
‘A tall, lanky, freckle-faced boy beside Al 
drawled out the question. 
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‘‘Wassa matter, buddy? Scared?’’ The 
man beside Travis looked over and grinned in 
a friendly fashion. His scarred, heavy features 
gave him the appearance of having been 
through innumerable wars. ‘‘I wouldn’t blame 
ya—Cripes! I never seen so much shootin’, 
an’ I come from Chieago, where we know 
how to do it.’’ 

‘‘Seared!’?? The boy looked back at his 
questioner with a kind of lazy, half-awake 
look, and snorted. ‘‘Hell, no! A’m jus’ itchin’ 
to get ’em damn boches; Ah comes from Ten- 
nessee, an’ we knows haow, too. Why, Ah 
could tell ya a 

But what the native son of Tennessee could 
have told was not revealed. A sudden sharp 
report, and then the air was once more heavy 
with flying, screeching missiles. The men in 
the shell hole scrambled out. A rapid fire of 
guns beat a tattoo that made a half-circle of 
spitting earth. 

‘I’m going to get those birds!’’ Al clicked 
his teeth together and made a wild dash for a 
clump of bushes and rocks. 

Travis, crawling on his stomach, wormed his 
way forward, but a shower of bullets sent him 
ducking into another hole. From his place of 
relative safety he could mark the general diree- 
tion from whence the shots were being fired. 
With his gun in one hand, he pulled a hand 
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grenade from his pocket with the other, Evi- 
dently a little nest, he thought. Well, he’d 
make a try for it. He moved onward as far as 
his barricade would permit, and just made out 
the muzzles of a small group of machine guns. 

But Al, in his wild dash, had come closer to 
the group of gunners, and now he slipped in 
quietly behind them, grinning. Quietly, he 
pulled a grenade from his pocket and reached 
it towards his mouth to pull the pin. But even 
as he worked, one of the gunners turned. With 
a yell, the man whipped out a pistol. It spat 
fire. 

With an overhand throw Travis flung out 
his grenade. Behind the clump of earth came 
an explosion. The nose of a gun pointed up- 
ward. Shouting, he jumped to his feet. 

“‘T got ’em! I got ’em!’’ He called back to 
the others and started out on a run. 

The soldiers followed. 

Travis, reaching the scene of action, looked 
down on a pile of intermingling bodies. He 
leaned over and pushed back one of the dead, 
his mouth set in a savage grin. Suddenly he 
drew back, horrified. Then he knelt down on 
the ground. 

‘*Al! Al!’? He shook the immobile figure of 
his companion. The red blood trickled over the 
forehead and ran down the side of the face. 
“Al! My God! They got him!’’ For a mo- 
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ment he went limp; his knees sagged beneath 
his weight. 

Then he took a deep breath and straightened 
up. He sought the little man’s helmet and 
drew out the photograph it sheltered. The 
others came running. They passed the nest, 
but Travis did not see them. An officer shouted 
at him, but he could not move. 

And then a group of soldiers swept him 
along. With a sudden jerk he pocketed the 
photograph, and he, too, ran blindly. On, on 
to vengeance, bayonets pointing the way! 


CHAPTER XT 


Dim lanterns, carefully shaded, threw their 
faintly yellow gleams over the little station, 
and barely reflected on the tracks that ap- 
peared to be hurrying away in either direction 
from the narrow platform. <A thick darkness, 
so heavy that it seemed almost a tangible thing, 
enveloped the surrounding country. Only 
after long looking, the big masses of trees be- 
came distinguishable. And even then their 
forms were lost and found and lost again. 

No small spots of light, suggesting life and 
living and people, shone through the night. 
Pale, flat squares, broken by black oblongs, 
gave the merest illusion of what were in actu- 
ality houses. Even the narrow river, once so 
gay and sparkling, sending back to the moon 
the moon’s own silver quality, now took on the 
semblance of a stagnant stream. Only tiny, 
burbling noises came from it, like murmuring 
cries escaping from closed lips. The entire 
landscape cowered in an anticipatory fear of 
its own awakening. 

Now an incoming train moving slowly as 
though uncertain of 1 way, rolled up along 
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the platform of the station. It stopped jerkily, 
and then rested. From its depths it disgorged 
a shambling, wearied group of khaki-coated 
men. They streamed out over the place, the 
only moving element in that death-like silence, 
their footsteps sounding hollow and not quite 
alive. 

Over on one side of the platform appeared a 
thin, dark shadow. Out of the dull glow the 
vague outlines of a pallid face emerged. A 
long, slender hand, white against the darkness, 
caught together the folds of a shawl that hung 
limply about drooping shoulders. As the men 
moved across the cement walk, their heavy 
shoes pounding hard upon the stone, the figure 
stepped into the light and closely scanned each 
passing mien as though to fix the features 
clearly. 

“Tf you please!’’ The girl at last reached 
out and touched a transitory sleeve. 

The man stopped, shifting the weight of the 
knapsack that he carried over one shoulder, 
and looked at his questioner. 

‘If you please!’’ Marie Vielcazal-du Bois 
stared up at the big top-sergeant with round, 
haunted eyes. ‘‘Could you tell me—I look for 
the man, his name is Travis—Jim Travis. You 
know him?’? 

There was something of interrogation, but 
more of hopeless apathy in her voice. 
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‘‘Shure, Miss, an’ you wouldn’t be afther 
knowin’ his regiment, would ye?’’ The big 
Irishman waited, his kindly face smiling, tired 
as he was. The girl looked so fragile and so 
small, so apathetic in the solemn darkness. 

‘‘No.’? Her voice came wearily, impassive, 
as though accustomed to frequent disappoint- 
ments. ‘‘I don’t know. I think only perhaps 
he is—I look every place for him. I don’t find 
him. He is not with you?”’ 

‘*‘No, there’s no Travis in our regiment, 
Miss.’’ The sergeant shook his head and 
moved along. 

Marie stepped aside and continued her seru- 
tiny of faces, One by one they came within her 
line of vision, and then, one by one, they were 
swallowed up in obscurity. Like that terrible 
morning when the only thing dear to her had 
been lost in the deep gulf of blank density, 
never again, it seemed, to reappear. 

As the last face disappeared, the last footfall 
died away, she turned dejectedly and traced 
with halting steps her way back to the road. 

Down the main highway of the little village 
she walked, the uneven cobblestones twisting 
her feet and ankles. At last, as though more 
by instinct than sight, she stopped before the 
door of a house and pushed it open. 

Within, dull, yellow lamps lighted up the 
long room. Along one side spread a bar, its 
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aluminum trappings glinting silver-pallid in 
the dimness. Behind the bar, against the wall, 
stood a tall mirror framed by an elaborate 
moulding, enhanced with such knobby gee- 
gaws as would have warmed the heart of a 
General Grant. On shelves, patterned after a 
what-not, rose tiers of bottles, their colors 
softly bright in this sallow radiance. 

Between the bar and the mirror stood a 
buxom French woman. Her heavy black hair, 
supported by an enormous tortoise-shell comb, 
was piled high around her full face and drawn 
up off her chubby neck. Her much patched, 
much faded dress of blue was partially con- 
cealed by a great apron upon the corners of 
which she, from time to time, wiped her hands 
—when she was not busily engaged in polish- 
ing the bar with a rag. Her feet, encased in 
bedroom slippers, made searcely any sound as 
she moved quickly back and forth along the 
counter. 

In front of the bar were grouped little knots 
of soldiers, some in the uniform of the English, 
many in the uniform of the French. Here some 
carried on an animated conversation, there 
others drank soddenly, as though to drink away 
the thoughts that tortured their minds. The 
tables about the room were half filled. Here 
men sat back, drawing sighs of relaxation, 
there others sprawled across the boards, their 
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heads resting on their arms. Some still carried 
with them the scars of battle, some were band- 
aged and the white cloths showed against the 
darker colors with a sort of sinister yet smugly 
sufficient air. 

Through the crowd Marie moved, nodding to 
the Madame behind the counter as though 
scarcely conscious of the things about her. It 
was usual now, this sight—always the same. 
Always faces—faces—faces. New ones every 
few days—and still they all looked alike. The 
face that she sought never appeared. 

She went across the room where a girl sat 
at a piano, her hands now lying idly in her 
lap. Near her was another girl, her elbow 
leaning against the instrument, her head rest- 
ing on her hand. A third girl stood beside the 
piano, gazing out over the room. 

‘“Who came on the train?’’ The girl at the 
piano looked up at Marie enquiringly. 

‘“‘T don’t know.’’ Marie shrugged her 
shoulders. ‘‘An American troop.’’ 

‘¢Ah, then they’ll all be here after a while.’’ 
The girl’s face brightened perceptibly. ‘‘We’ll 
have a lot of fun tonight, eh, Nina?’’ She 
turned to the girl beside her. 

‘TI suppose so.’? Nina, a heavy girl with 
dark, waving hair, stretched, and then yawned 
sleepily. 

The girl at the piano took a pocket mirror 
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out of her bag and scanned her face, fluffing up 
her light blonde hair. 

‘‘You didn’t find your Travis?’’ she twisted 
a lock of hair about her finger, making it into 
a curl, and glanced at Marie. 

“‘No,’’ Marie shook her head. ‘‘I didn’t find 
him.’’ She sat down on a nearby chair and 
pushed back her shawl with a weary gesture. 

‘“‘You might just as well forget him,’’ the 
blonde girl advised. ‘‘I wouldn’t be bothered 
waiting that long for any man. There’s too 
many of them as it is.’’ 

But Marie only shook her head and continued 
staring at the door as though she thought that 
at any moment it might open to admit the one 
person for whom she sought. 

The rattle of voices ran on and on monoto- 
nously. Now one group would swell into jan- 
gling discord as an argument arose; now die 
down again as differences were settled. The 
clink of bottles resounded continually; the 
swish of water as Madame rinsed the empty 
glasses; the flapping of the dish mop slopping 
over the bar-top. Round and round, repetition 
after repetition, the same rise and fall of sound. 

And then the door burst open. 

‘“‘Les Americains! Les Americains!’’ 

With a shout the crowd was upon its feet. 
Into the room tumbled a noisy, violent group of 
khaki-clad figures. 
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Hells bells! give us a drink ... got any 
scotch? sure, veeski...vang roudge and 
make it toot sweet ... hello there, Mademot- 
selle, sure, I parley voo French ... what’ll it 
be? scotch or gin? ... boy, whatta thirst! 

. well, here’s how and down the old hatch 
.. . donne moi un pack des cigarettes ... you 
said tt, big boy... Sherman was right! ... 
God! That’s good ... come on, I’ll shoot you 
for it! come seven! ... cognac! cognac! ... 
yeh, an’ if I never see that damned hole again 
at’ll be too soon... come up from below ya 
dirty lobsters, and batten’ down th’ hatches, 
we’re runnin’ into a storm... hey, gotta fag? 
-.- bottoms up.... 

Pushing, calling out, laughing, swearing, the 
newcomers crowded around the bar, or flung 
themselves down into the chairs about the 
tables, loudly demanding drinks and cigarettes. 
Their uniforms were dirty, caked with the 
grime of night after night, day after day, in the 
trenches and on the field. Their faces were 
weather-beaten, too-much lined, hardened by 
sun and rain, by cold and heat, and the sight 
of a thousand nameless horrors. 

But now, for the moment, came relief. They 
might be ordered back to the front tomorrow. 
But tonight was before them, bringing with it 
the cessation of enforced action, the relief of 
relaxation as soothing to the strained senses 
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as some pleasant drug. Tonight, in the glory 
of drunken forgetfulness they could shut out 
all the remembrances of the past. The waters 
of Lethe poured over them, lulling them into 
non-caring sensations. 

The girl at the piano began to pound the 
keys, ragging them in strange tantalization. 

‘“‘You dance, Mister? You dance?’’ The 
heavy girl pulled a soldier from his chair and 
swung him about in a fox-trot of jumpy, nerv- 
ous French translation. 

“‘Fifty centimes, Mister! Fifty centimes!”’ 
The girl who had been standing by the piano 
was rushing back and forth, opening and clos- 
ing the door for the visitors. 

‘“‘Wifty centimes? What for?’’ the soldier 
demanded. 

““Ah, fifty centimes, Mister! I close the door 
—you come in—I close the door for you!’’ 

‘‘All right, come on—we dance!’’ The two 
swung into an amazing interpretation of the 
music, 

Mademoiselle from Armentiéres, parley voo! 

Mademoiselle from Armentiéres—p-a-r-ley 

voo! 

Loud and raucous the voices rang out, pick- 
ing up the tune, shouting heartily the familiar 
words. The soldiers pounded on the floor with 
their feet, banged on the table with their 
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glasses. A riot of sound emanated from the 
little darkened Café. 

‘‘Say, where’re you billeted?’’ The ever- 
popular question was bandied about. 

“‘Me? I’m out in the barn—with all the rest 
of the cattle.’ 

‘*Jeez! you’re lucky! I’m sleeping with the 
chickens,’ 

*‘T can’t go back! I can’t! I can’t! Don’t 
let them take me back!’’ A sobbing voice rose 
from one corner of the room. 

‘Aw, shut up!’’ A tall, coarse-boned man 
spat out the words, his under-lip protruding 
derisively. 

**T can’t go back: Oh, God! Don’t let them 
take me back! I can’t stand it! You don’t 
know! You don’t know what I’ve seen! Men 
—human beings—without any legs—pieces of 
bodies! ... eyes gouged out! ...men! no! 
no! no! I can’t go back! They call this civili- 
zation! blood—blood all over—blood every- 
where! ... red, red blood! That noise! Stop 
melee, stop atl? 

A boy buried his face in his hands and 
screamed pitifully. 

‘“‘Heavens sake! Shut him up!’’ 

‘‘Aw, th’ kid’s gone off his nut! Let him 
alone! Come on, now, buck up! You don’t 
have to go back—yet. Come on, now!”’ 
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Hail! hail! th’ gang’s all here! 

What th’ hell do we care! 

What th’ hell do we care! 

Hail! hal! ... 

‘Hello, there, babee!’? A man in uniform 
caught hold of Marie and swung her about. 
‘‘Whassa matter, kid?’’ 

‘“‘T_T look for the American. His name it 
is Travis. You know him? Jim Travis?’’ The 
girl looked up at the soldier appealingly. 

‘“‘Travis? Nope, I don’t know anybody by 
that name.’’ He shook his head. ‘‘Whassa 
matter, anyhow,’’ he questioned again. 

“‘T must find him,’’ the girl repeated deter- 
minedly. ‘‘He is my friend.’’ 

“‘Say, that’s all right, babee,’’ the man 
patted her shoulder. ‘‘I’m your friend too, 
huh? We’re all your friends. You forget 
about him. I’ll be your friend, whadda ya 
say, kid?’’ 

*‘No, no!’’? Marie pulled herself away from 
the arm that detained her. 

‘“‘Aw, what th’ hell! Hello, there, babee!’’ 
The man turned to the girl who opened and 
closed the door. ‘*You speak English?’’ 

‘‘Sure, hell! I speak damn good English!”’ 

‘‘Atta babee! I’ll say you do!’’ 

‘*Sure, hell! American soldier, he teach me.’’ 

‘Nobody else could of, that’s certain!’ The 
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soldier grinned from ear to ear. ‘‘Come on, 
let’s dance!’’ 

“‘Sure, hell! I like dance. You American 
soldier. I like dance with American soldier. 
I have very good friend American soldier.’’ 

‘““My God! you got one of those, too?”’ 

““Me? I don’t understand!’’ 

‘You got friend American soldier?”’ 

“<Sure, hell! Me, I like American.’’ 

‘“No, I mean you got friend American soldier 
hke that other girl?’’ He nodded his head to- 
wards Marie. 

‘Ah, no, no! She—she—how you say— 
toqué—crazy! She look always for this one 
man—he no come! I know!’’ The girl nodded 
wisely, as though she, too, had waited, and 
waited in vain. 

‘“‘Sure! You an’ me—we’re friends, huh?’’ 

‘‘Sure, hell!?’ 

It’s a long way to Tipperary! 

It’s a long w-a-y—to go! 

It’s a long w-a-y to Tip-per-ary! 

To th’ sweet-est gt-r-l... 

A silent figure moved quietly along the wall 
and passed through the door, barely opening 
and closing it. 

Marie stood in the little courtyard before the 
Café, gazing up at the sky. Overhead the 
faintest suggestion of stars blinked and winked 
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like tired children’s eyes. Slowly, as the moon- 
less night wore on a blue radiance came to en- 
compass the little village. Through the clear 
air sounded the interminable pounding of the 
big guns. But the silent beauty of the evening 
brought no gladness to the girl. Instead, she 
shivered slightly. It was a good night, to her, 
for air raids, that was all. 

And yet now, what did it matter, she thought. 
Only one more stretch of hopelessness—only 
one more depth of suffering to be plumbed. 
Still, some place out there in the midst of 
danger and death he might be. Behind her she 
could hear the shouts and the singing. Would 
they never, never cease! Half sick, she leaned 
against the cool wall. 

“You are sad, my child.’’ 

Vaguely the soft, slow words penetrated the 
girl’s consciousness. She looked up and saw 
standing before her an army chaplain. But 
more than that. As her eyes grew accustomed 
to the darkness she was beginning to trace 
features that had a strange familiarity. For a 
little while she studied his face. And then 
suddenly she recognized him. It was the priest 
who had traveled across the continent with 
her on that memorable night of the train wreck. 

“‘Oh, Padre!’’ With a stifled ery she caught 
his hand in hers. The tears started to her eyes. 

‘“‘Now, now, what is the matter?’’ The 
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priest’s gentle voice broke through her sobbing. 
He patted her shoulder kindly, and kindly he 
put a protecting arm about her and drew her 
away from the Café. 

Slowly the two walked down the street of the 
village. For a long time neither of them said 
anything. And then, as Marie became more 
calm she found herself telling the Padre her 
story. She told him of what had happened 
after the wreck; of how she had gone on to 
Paris with the Americans; how she had sought 
her father; how the American, whom she had 
come to love, had left her; how, later, she had 
found her father, and then he had died; how 
she still looked for the return of Travis. And 
all the while the little priest said nothing, but 
only nodded his head as though he understood. 

But even as they walked there came a low, 
whirring sound, like the purring of a great 
eat. Louder and louder it resounded, and then 
it was joined by other purrings that rose and 
fell in a kind of irregular rhythm. 


CHAPTER XII 


SLowLy mounting a small hill, curving round 
a road sweet with the smell of damp Privet 
hedges, the girl and the priest made their way. 
Now they stood on the little knoll, massed with 
shrubs and greenery, overhung by the drooping 
branches of ancient, knotted trees. Soft, warm 
drops of clinging rain left from the afternoon 
fall dripped now and again onto their heads. 
Amid a cluster of bushes loomed the white 
stone-masonry of an old well. 

Before them the outlines of a squat, square 
building were clearly defined. A square tower, 
rising above the expanse of stonework, seemed 
black against the hghter sky. To one side was 
a plot of ground, like a garden, save that the 
largest flowers were slabs of stones, carved 
sometimes with a cross, and always with an 
inscription. 

‘*You will come in, my child,’’ the priest was 
saying in that gentle, soothing voice. ‘‘This is 
my work now. We have made the church a 
dressing station for the wounded. It may be 
that you will help me. For sometimes work is 
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and here, there is always much to be done. 
You will come in.”’ 

“It doesn’t matter.’? The girl, scarcely 
looking about her, allowed the Padre to lead her 
along the narrow path that led to the broad 
stone steps. 

Quietly the little man opened the door and, 
with Marie, stepped into the transformed room. 

Where once had stood long rows of pews of 
velvet-smooth, worm-eaten wood, fronted by 
the little kneeling-benches hollowed by count- 
less generations of adoring knees, now ranged 
a line of pallets, one touching the other. The 
air, once musty-sweet and cool from stone en- 
closure, now hung heavy with antiseptics and 
ether. Only the decorations on the walls 
seemed to remain unchanged. The peeling 
paint still left to view the long, long series of 
almost-faded murals that showed the bitter 
travail on the road to Calvary. 

The priest started forward to look to the 
wants of the men, some lying quietly, others 
tossing about, along on those lines of couches. 
But Marie caught his arms. 

‘‘Listen!’’ she cautioned. ‘‘They’re coming 
again!’? She clutched at the priest’s arm, her 
eyes wide with fear. 

‘‘Ves, the planes,’’ the little man whispered 
as he heard that whirring, throbbing sound. 


“Wait!” 
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Quickly he doused the candle light that re- 
mained in the room, and then went to the door 
and stood looking up at the sky. 

Behind him, Marie could just make out the 
lines of a plane off in the distance. Like a gi- 
gantic bird, it seemed, that was all. Then, 
slowly, but surely it was coming closer and 
closer, not even wheeling or circling, but flying 
directly towards them. 

Then a flash of light! A crash! Two crashes! 
Three! 

And then as the blinding light died away 
Marie could see the plane, still rushing on- 
ward, a monstrous vulture slowly waiting for 
its prey. Nearer and nearer, until the loud 
buzzing sounded like throbbing heart-beats in 
her ears. 

Then up from the ground flew long wings of 
fire, spitting and bursting in the air, Uluminat- 
ing the whole country-side, and throwing it 
back again into bleak blackness. With a 
sudden, whistling shriek a long bolt of flame 
shot upwards. 

The plane swerved. Its great nose pointed 
towards the ground. With a sudden jerk it 
swung about, balancing itself for a second. 
And then it began to volplane slowly but 
steadily, dipping up and down sickeningly. 

The girl and the priest stood watching, fas- 
cinated. It was as though everything had 
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happened with a sort of snapping of the fingers. 
And the plane was crashing down upon the 
square church tower, sending the stones and 
mortar flying about like hail. For a second 
it seemed to pause, caught on a corner of the 
projection. And then with a crash it had 
landed squarely in the middle of the church- 
yard. 

The sound of the smash had brought both 
Marie and the Padre to attention. The little 
man turned to the girl. 

‘It’s a German plane,’’ he announced. ‘‘The 
French gunners must have brought it down. 
We must see if there is anyone hurt.’’ 

‘““But—but they are Germans!’’ the girl re- 
torted, for the first time, almost, showing any 
spark of feeling, and that was one of bitterness. 

‘‘Tt does not matter.’’ The priest shook his 
head. ‘‘They are human beings. Come!’’ He 
ealled back over his shoulder to the darkness 
within the church. ‘‘I need help—anyone who 
is able.’’. 

Quickly two men appeared at his side. The 
priest turned and lighted a candle, setting it 
near the door, and then took a searchlight from 
his pocket. The three started towards the 
wreck. 

For the first time the girl consciously noted 
the change in the priest’s dress. He wore the 
uniform of a French Army Chaplain. Perhaps 
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that was why she had not at first recognized 
him—had not noticed him as he made his 
rounds of the village. But then, she seldom 
remarked anything these days, save the new- 
comers who appeared suddenly from the front 
and then she noticed them for only one purpose. 

The other two men she could just distinguish 
in the faint, wavering light as they followed 
the Padre. One was a French soldier, his entire 
head so swathed in bandages that it seemed 
like a grotesque mould growing on the side of 
a tree. The other man wore a great, coarse 
blouse, like that of a peasant, and his hair was 
long and matted, his beard scraggly and un- 
trimmed. And then she moved closer, still 
silently watching the three. 

The searchlight swept back and forth over 
the wrecked plane. It lay there, crushed and 
broken, one of its great wings shattered, its 
nose ploughing up the earth about it. The 
delicate, light bamboo rods as thickly inter- 
woven as a piece of lace, were snapped and 
splintered into a thousand pieces. 

In another moment the sweeping eye of light 
had encountered something for which it looked 
so assiduously. In the centre of all the wreck- 
age, still strapped to his seat, his body sprawled 
in grotesque eontortions, sat the pilot. His 
head was crushed and mangled, almost with- 
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out semblance of form. Marie turned away, 
swallowing hard to keep back a feeling of 
sickness. 

And still she must look again—as one must 
look at a thing too horrible to see. But now 
the light had turned from that sight and was 
searching the ground, She knew that they were 
looking for the gunner of the plane. A short 
search revealed an inert form, stretched along- 
side the machine, his helmet and headgear so 
close about his face as to almost cover it. The 
priest stooped beside the body and examined it. 

**He is still alive,’? he announced, rising. 
‘*Will you carry him in, please, and I will try 
to find a place for him.’’ He motioned for his 
two companions to pick up the injured man. 

Between them the French soldier and the 
man in the peasant’s blouse lifted the dead 
weight and started into the church, the priest 
picking the way with his searchlight. He 
closed the heavy doors behind him. 

“‘Nothing can be done for the other,’’ he 
spoke to Marie, who now leaned against the 
closed door, waiting lethargically for the next 
move. 

‘‘There will be more tonight, I think.’’ She 
shuddered slightly. 

‘Yes, it is a suitable night,’’ the priest re- 
turned. ‘‘But I mus¢ find a place for this man. 
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You may sit here, if you like.’? He motioned 
towards a chair, and hurried down along the 
lines of the wounded. 

As he walked through, carrying his candle, 
the men turned to look at him, to smile as he 
passed, to call a greeting, those who were able. 
But fheir eyes shone with a strange devotion 
to this one little man who had brought them 
whatever comfort, whatever ease he could. 

But whichever way he turned, he could find 
no vacant spot where he might place the new 
arrival. The two assistants stood silently by, 
awaiting orders. At last the priest spoke to 
them. 

‘“‘There is no place now but downstairs.’’ 
He pointed to a stairway that seemed to lead 
to a basement. ‘‘I will go on ahead.’’ 

With his searchlight he started down, pick- 
ing his way along the worn stone steps, the 
two men with their burden following him. 

The light, sweeping the room below, showed 
the dim flare of a candle that illuminated a 
stone cellar where neither floor nor window 
obtruded its presence on the ancient walls. 
Blankets spread out in several corners sug- 
gested that here some persons slept. A few 
camp stools and a bench stood against one side 
of the cellar. 

At the approach of the three men the only 
occupant of this room did not move. With his 
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- eyes half-closed, he made no effort to look at 
the newcomers. Beside him stood a pair of 
crutches leaning against the wall. One leg, 
bandaged, stretched stiffly out before him. His 
tattered French uniform seemed barely able 
to hold itself together. But as the men came 
closer and laid their burden down on a pile 
of blankets, he opened his eyes slightly wider, 
a half-sleepy expression on his face. 

The priest knelt down and bent over the 
wounded man, unfastening his helmet and un- 
doing the coat and shirt of his uniform. Then 
he signalled to the two assistants. 

‘‘That is all, now,’’ he said. ‘‘The man does 
not seem to be hurt. He will be all right 
presently.’’ 

He reached up into a niche in the wall and 
took down a bottle of brandy and a glass, into 
which he poured some of the liquor. He forced 
the glass between the German’s teeth. Some of 
the liquid spilled out and trickled down over 
the man’s mouth. He gulped, and then stirred 
slightly. . 

The Frenchman who had been assisting in 
the work turned and mounted the stairs. The 
man in the peasant’s blouse, however, stood 
leaning against the wall, staring stupidly. In 
the dim light his eyes seemed even more lustre- 
less and dull, and they roamed about vacantly, 
as though unconscious of anything that was 
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happening—as though they saw nothing, even 
while they looked. His face sagged, his mouth 
hanging half-open. Now and then little drool- 
ing slobbers oozed from the corners of his lips 
and mingled with his heavy beard. 

At last the man on the pallet opened his eyes 
and blinked. Then he shut them again, and 
sighed wearily. ‘The priest forced another 
swallow of brandy down his throat. Once more 
he opened his eyes. 

The man in the peasant’s blouse picked up a 
piece of straw from the floor, and, chewing idly 
on it, sank down onto the bench. He glanced at 
the French soldier with the wounded leg. A 
slight frown puckered his forehead. His mouth 
Opened wider at one side giving him a sort 
of idiotic appearance. And yet it was apparent 
that there was something happening in his 
mind. He looked more closely at the man. 

The soldier turned his face ever so slightly. 
One eye, pulled and drawn sidewise, rolled 
hideously as he returned the look of his com- 
panion. The other man shook his head, grunt- 
ing. He rubbed his hand across his forehead, 
but again shook his head. The soldier, how- 
ever, was leaning forward, examining the man 
mm the peasant’s blouse closely. He noted the 
mutilated fingers of the other as he rubbed his 
head. He, too, was forcing himself to recall 
something—something from a vague, mysteri- 
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ous past that had died and been buried in time 
immemorial. 

‘“Who are you, anyhow?’’ At last the 
French soldier spoke. His voice was sharp, 
questioning. 

The man in the peasant’s blouse dropped his 
hand apathetically to his side and shook his 
head. ‘‘I don’t know.’’ His words came halt- 
ingly—feebly, with a tremor of non-realization. 
**T think—TI think I was a soldier once. You’re 
a soldier, too.’’ He leaned over and plucked at 
the man’s uniform as a child might. ‘‘I was 
a soldier, too. Lots of snow, and ice ... some 
place . . . I don’t know.’’ His mumbled words 
trailed off, as though the effort were too great 
for him to make. 

The French soldier, still regarding his new 
companion, was at that moment interrupted in 
his inspection by the approach of footsteps 
descending the stairs. The two men turned 
their heads slowly. 

The priest was leading the way, his search- 
light in his hand. As he neared the bottom of 
the steps, both men could see a pair of ankles, 
then a skirt, and at last the figure of a woman. 
Marie followed the little man across the room 
to the pallet where the German airman lay. 

‘‘He is not hurt,’’ the priest was explaining 
to the girl. ‘‘It is only the shock from the fall, 
I think. But if you will sit here beside him 
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until he comes to his senses, that is all I shall 
want you to do.”’ 

‘‘Very well, Father,’’ Marie answered. 

She took the candle from the wall without 
glancing at the other occupants of the room, 
and knelt down beside the wounded man. 

Suddenly the man on the pallet opened his 
eyes. He gave a start as he saw this figure 
bending over him. Then, with an effort he 
raised himself on his elbow and lay there, 
staring. 

The French soldier and the man in the 
peasant’s blouse both leaned forward. As 
though by their movement her attention had 
been distracted, the girl suddenly turned 
around. The light that she held in her hand 
illuminated her face with a clarity that made 
each feature easily distinguishable. 

The priest disappeared up the stairs. 

Suddenly the face of the man in the peasant 
blouse lighted up. 

“Tt... at's? S. God lalt'scthe eirl ongee 
train . .. the girl on the train!”’ 

He staggered to his feet, his ragged clothing 
falling about him. ‘‘Now I know who I am | 

. now I know! I am Ivan Nickoloff! Ivan 
Nickoloff!’’ He stretched his arms above his 
head in a gesture of exultation. ‘‘Now I re- 
member! I remember that night on the train. 
... We were coming from Heidelberg ...a 
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girl got on... Armand Duval! that dirty 
bastard! look . . . look what he did to me.’’ 
He stretched out his maimed hand. 

But as he raved the other two men sat up 
staring. 

“‘T am Armand Duval!’’ The French soldier 
attempted to rise to his feet, but sank back. 

““You! yes, you are Armand Duval . . . now 
I remember everything!’’ The big Russian was 
stomping the floor in a frenzy. ‘‘And the girl! 
... that is the girl... she came into our 
compartment ... sat down with us... Emil 
...- Kmil...God! what is his namé... 
Poi, 220.372 

‘“‘T am Emil Helmke!’’ The man on the 
pallet sat up, rubbing his head where a livid 
scar glowed in the light of the candle. 

“‘“My God! Emil Helmke! Armand Duval! 
Yes! ... yes!’’ He was shrieking now in a 
sort of insane fury, scarcely looking at his com- 
panions. ‘‘We went to an inn... we fought 
there’. ..for the girl:..and youl’? he 
turned towards Emil. ‘‘You beast... you 
swine ... you pig... you betrayed us... 
your friends. ... Ah, we have scores to settle 
7. . dirty... rotten ...’’ His voice trailed 
off into sobbing anathemas. 

The girl, who had been kneeling by the 
German had, during this time, jumped to her 
feet and backed away into a corner. Now, as 
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she looked at them, she could recognize all 
three—and yet all three were so terribly 
changed. But the words of the Russian fright- 
ened her, and as they frightened her they 
brought back, too, the memories of that terrible 
night, and then the other nights that had fol- 
lowed. With a scream she started for the 
stairs. 

Suddenly there was a crash, a tremendous 
roaring. A mass of debris came flying through 
the ceiling, striking the men on the pallets up- 
stairs, tumbling down the steps where the girl 
stood, foreing her back. Great chunks of 
plaster, great pieces of stone, went hurtling 
through the air, 

‘“Another one! They got another one of 
your dirty beasts,’? Armand cried exultantly, 
pointing towards Emil. 

Marie forced back, clung to the stone wall of 
the steps, sobbing in stark terror. The big 
Russian fell against the wall, shrieking. Emil 
cowered on his pallet, terrified. Then, halfway 
down the steps appeared the figure of the 
priest. He touched the girl gently on the arm. 

“‘Do not be afraid, my child,’’ he whispered. 
‘“Tt is finished now, for the moment, and there 
is work to be done.’’ He disappeared again up 
the steps. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


THe rain of stones and plaster had com- 
pletely submerged all lights. From the dark- 
ness came moans of pain and cries of terror. 
In the blackness of the cellar nothing was dis- 
tinguishable. Then came the faint flickering 
of a match, lighting up Ivan’s face. He groped 
about, searching for the candle that had been 
dislodged from its place. At last he found it, 
lit it, and fitted it back again into the little 
recess in the wall. 

The four people stared from one to another, 
scarcely able to believe that once more they 
had been brought face to face. The shadows 
of ghosts that had seemed for a time to be laid, 
now flitted across their minds, bringing with 
them the memories of that last time that they 
had met. How strange that these same four 
should be brought once more together. And 
yet, these long years of suffering, horror and 
death had brought about even stranger things. 

Visions had come to men, lying on the battle- 
fields—visions such as had come to the people 
of old. Some had seen singular chimeras that 


had, to them, become realities. Some had 
173 


174 NOAH’S ARK 


watched the dead rise, reached out their hands 
and touched them. Some had envisioned the 
trailing wings of angels gathering up into a 
luminous glory their comrades who had ‘‘gone 
West.’’? Some had seen the flaming sword of 
Gabriel reach out to smite the enemy. It was 
all like that, now—these seemingly unreal 
things that happened, they said. 

Marie, still crouching back against the wall 
at the foot of the steps, watched the Russian 
as he arranged the light. And in watching him, 
she saw that even as he had been without recog- 
nition of himself before, now he was already 
assuming his former poise, his arrogant, 
domineering manner. But somehow, she did 
not feel quite so afraid, quite so alone. The 
comforting thought of the Padre, working so 
valiantly in the room above, gave her a sense 
of security. ’ 

Now all three noticed that with the terrific 
explosion there had been a large gap left in 
the wall—large enough for a man to walk 
through. The jagged ends of broken stones 
protruded here and there, but the fresh cool 
air of the night came sweeping in upon 
them. 

Armand attempted to get to his feet. He 
reached out for his crutches, and with diffi- 
culty managed to rest himself upon them, hold- 
ing his wounded leg stiffly before him. Emil 
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still leaned on his elbow, secure in his corner. 

As the effects of the shock left them, they 
began to study each other. And yet, as they 
studied each other, the eyes of the three men 
turned always towards the girl, standing there 
against the wall, her white face almost like a 
lumination, her glittering hair a flame of light. 
At last Ivan broke the silence. 

‘“‘And so, Mademoiselle, we meet again.’’ 
His voice had become more normal with his 
changed attitude. 

Marie merely bowed her head, but made no 
other answer. 

‘<Strange, isn’t it?’’ he mused. ‘‘ Always we 
four. But now you have not your protector 
with you—your American friend—what was 
his name?’’ 

‘‘That’s none of your affair.’? The girl 
spoke sullenly, as though she resented hearing 
this man mention the other. 

‘‘Certainly not,’’ the Russian retorted. ‘‘I 
am not interested in his absence—only in his 
presence.’’” 

‘“‘T prefer not to speak of him, if you please,”’ 
Marie interrupted frigidly. 

““Good! We’re getting along better than I 
had thought for.’’ He took a step, as though to 
move closer to the girl. But the crutch of 
Armand was already in his way. 

“And what happened to you on that fatal 
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evening, Mademoiselle?’? Armand smiled in- 
sinuatingly. 

‘‘Didn’t you just hear her say that she pre- 
ferred not to speak of the man,’’ Ivan inter- 
posed maliciously. ‘‘Since when have you, the 
self-acknowledged gallant become so discourte- 
ous as to trespass on a lady’s decision.’’ 

‘‘Pio!’?? The Frenchman spat the word out 
venomously. 

‘“‘But, my dear Armand,’’ Ivan laughed, 
‘Cafter all, why should you interfere? You are, 
for the present, at least—what shall we say? 
Incapacitated?’’ He turned his head slightly 
and glanced down at the other’s stiff leg. 
‘While I, on the other hand, now that my rec- 
ollections are quite clear, am certainly com- 
pletely in form.’’ 

‘‘T repeat! Pig!’’ 

‘‘Repetitions are sometimes rather banal. 
However, in your case, I suppose—’’ he con- 
cluded the sentence by a derogatory shrug of 
his shoulders. ‘‘But I see no reason why I 
should argue with you, here, when I might have 
more pleasant company.’’ He ever so slightly 
gave Armand’s crutch a thrust with his. foot 
and walked over to Marie. 

Armand shifted his weight and started to 
raise his crutch to strike, and then thought bet- 
ter of his idea and waited for Ivan’s next move. 

‘Don’t you agree with me, Mademoiselle?’’ 
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He stood now almost directly in front of the 
girl, his roving eyes appraising her. She was 
slightly thinner, he decided, but it gave to her 
face an even greater beauty—something like 
that seen in old paintings of those lovely, oval- 
faced women. 

The girl made no answer. She merely stared 
through him and beyond him, as though she did 
not see him. 

““You don’t talk to me, eh?’’ he laughed, 
peering down at her. 

‘‘T don’t think we have anything to say to 
each other,’’ she returned coldly. 

‘‘Nothing to say to each other! Ah, my dear, 
how can you say that?’’ There was a hint of 
mockery in his tone—that same old intonation 
that suggested swaggering braggadocio. ‘‘We 
have so many things to say to each other—if 
only you would not stand there so quiet, so 
cold. There are so many things I could teach 
you—about love.’’ 

‘““You!’’? She made a little contemptuous 
sound in her throat. And she wondered at her 
own coolness. 

‘“‘Yes, I. Surely, during these long years of 
the war you have learned much,’’ Ivan began 
again. ‘*You should be more wise than the last 
time we met. You must know, by this time, 
that no American knows how to make love. 
Now tell me, my dear, have you not found it 
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so???’ He reached out his hand as though to 
raise her chin that her eyes might meet his. 
But she threw back her head haughtily, eluding 
his touch. 

‘“‘T beg your pardon!’’ Her voice was sharp 
and icy. ‘‘I do not care to discuss anything 
with you—I don’t even want to speak to you.”’ 

‘‘Ah, that’s better! At least you’re show- 
ing some signs of life—which is more than you 
did, even that night on the train.’’ He was 
coming closer to her now. 

And still she seemed to have no fear. That 
was the thing that puzzled her. She couldn’t 
understand it in herself. At any other time 
she would have been crying for help, or seeking 
some method of escape. 

“‘Haven’t you learned, with the others,’’ the 
man’s voice was going on and on, ‘‘that we 
must take what we can get while we can get it? 
I knew that so long ago, but only the war seems 
to have taught people that. We may be dead 
tomorrow—so tonight we live. It is the true 
philosophy of the true philosopher who is not 
afraid to admit the truth to himself. And so 
—tonight 3 

Marie did not hear any more, for she saw 
that Armand was already making his slow and 
painful way towards them, not with any 
thought for her good, she knew that, but his in- 
terference would be a welcome relief from this 
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strain of countering words, and it might give 
her a chance to escape. The hole in the wall— 
she noticed it more carefully now. It was di- 
rectly behind Ivan. If he stepped out of the 
path, forced aside for even a moment by the 
Frenchman, she could run that way. 

In her calculations for her flight, she did not 
notice the reclining figure of Emil in his cor- 
ner. She did not see that even as they talked 
his hand was moving slowly but certainly to- 
wards the automatic in the holster on the belt 
about his waist. 

Ivan’s hands were upon her, catching her, 
holding her, dragging her towards him. With 
a jerk she tried to wrench herself free. And it 
was then that she saw Emil raising his gun. 
And as she saw that movement, she saw, too, 
the figure of the priest outlined in the hole in 
the wall. The gun, pointing towards Ivan, 
made the Padre come within the line of fire. 
She screamed. 

‘““You had forgotten, perhaps, that I was 
here!’’ Emil’s voice cut the air. 

At the same moment the sharp report of a 
pistol rang out. A streak of fire sped across 
the room. 

Tvan, hearing the girl’s scream and Kmil’s 
voice turned in time to catch the maneuvre, and 
with an oath he leaped to one side. The bullet 
whizzed past him. The little priest staggered 
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backwards, his Bible clutched to his breast. 

With a shriek Marie was across the room and 
snatching at the pistol. Screaming, crying, she 
seized the weapon, twisting it out of the Ger- 
man’s hand and flinging it to one side. Like a 
jungle cat she was scratching, shaking, pulling 
at the man’s hair. 

‘‘You beast! You beast!’’ Her eyes were 
blazing; she stamped the floor, her anger, like 


a hot fever, consuming her. ‘‘You’ve killed 
him—the little Padre—you’ve killed him! You 
swine!’’? She spat in the German’s face. 


Armand and Ivan stared in dumb amazement 
at the girl’s attack. Neither of them had seen 
the priest, nor had known that he was there. 
And their only conclusion was that the girl 
was quite mad. 

‘‘Mor myself I do not care!’’ Marie was shak- 
ing her fists, standing over Emil like some 
avenging fury. ‘‘I’d like to die! I’d like to be 
out of a world like this! I only envy the mil- 
lions lying out there on the battlefields. It is 
better that way than this—far better. I'd 
rather die—rather die a hundred times over 
than go on to be the victim of swine like you! 
But the little Padre. ...’? She stopped, her 
eyes filled with tears. 

For a moment the gentle, patient face of the 
priest rose before her, and her sobs choked her. 
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But the thought of his loss brought a fresh out- 
burst. 

‘‘He taught—love—and faith—and all that 
was good. When you were brought in here to- 
night,’’ she pointed at Emil, ‘‘I said: ‘But he 
is a German.’ And the little Padre only looked 
at me and said: ‘But he is a human being.’ 
And that’s the man you’ve killed. Oh, God! 
But there is no God ...no just God...I 
don’t believe any more. No just God would 
allow such a cruel thing to happen... the 
little Padre... ”’ 

For a moment her face was gentle, and then 
once more the memory of the cruelty came back. 

‘““No! No! I will never believe any more. .. . 
I can’t believe... . No just God would allow 
his children to suffer so... . I curse His name 
meee eOlt se 

Suddenly, in the midst of her tirade and anath- 
emas, she stopped. Her eyes became round 
and wide with fear, and then with disbelief. 
The three men followed her gaze. There, in the 
hole in the wall, once more stood the priest. 
Slowly he came forward, shaking his head. 

‘‘My child, my child,’’ he was saying. ‘‘You 
are, as you have said, one of God’s children. 
And how can a child be expected to understand 
its father’s actions.’’ His voice held that same 
gentleness, that same note of sorrow. 
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‘‘Oh, Padre, Padre!’’ Marie burst into a 
storm of tears. ‘‘He did not kill you—he did 
not kill you!’’ 

“‘No, he did not kill me. There is a divine 
power that guides all such actions.’’ He held 
out the Bible that he had been clutching to his 
breast. In the centre of its thick, leather cover 
there was a hole—a hole ripped and torn 
about. That was all. 

The three men stared in amazement at this 
seeming miracle. Marie looked with intense re- 
lef on the little book that had so bravely been 
the armour of the priest. 

‘“‘Wrom the time of the creation of the 
world,’’ the Padre continued, ‘‘man’s inhu- 
manity to man has been the cause of all unhap- 
piness and sorrow. But the Lord is long- 
suffering, and he works in mysterious ways his 
wonders to perform.’’ 

The tone of his voice, the fervent ring of his’ 
words, held the attention of his listeners. Not 
one of them made a move to interrupt. 

‘“‘Through God’s wisdom, mankind ever 
progresses toward the ultimate goal, despite oc- 
casional relapses. John, the Divine, spoke His 
words saying: ‘As many as I love, I rebuke 
and chasten.” As they cried of old, so do they 
cry now, saying: ‘How long, O Lord, holy and 
true, dost thou not judge and avenge our blood 
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on them that dwell on the earth?’ But God is 
just—and he is mighty.’’ 

‘*But it is so hard, Padre—so very hard,”’ 
the girl murmured, scarcely realizing that she 
spoke. 

‘‘Hard, my child, yes, but in such fire souls 
are purged, and come forth courageous. In 
such ways we are all sorely tried. But it is not 
without purpose. It has its end, as well as its 
beginning. And with the end comes the peace, 
the hopefulness, and the understanding that 
must in time fill the hearts of all men. It is un- 
derstanding that is hard; she must be sought 
as a precious gem, hidden deep in the bowels 
of the earth. 

‘““Too long, now, have we lain dormant, un- 
willing to know, unwilling to see. We have 
closed our hearts to the truth; we have shut 
ourselves up in ourselves, fearing and hating 
the truth that understanding brings. Too long 
have we cried down those who would teach us; 
too long have we shut out the words of those 
who would bring us the gifts that, once given, 
can never be taken from us. 

‘‘We have cried out for worldly power—for 
wealth—for all things that pass and decay 
even as our bodies pass and decay. We have 
forgotten in our strife the one thing most val- 
uable—Wisdom! And so, as it was once nec- 
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essary to purge the world by deluge, so is it 
now necessary to purify it again!’’ 

The little priest’s eyes were bright with a 
strange feverish brilliance. He who had once 
been so quiet, so pacific, so small, now seemed 
to tower in that cellar like a vast giant, leading 
a great Crusade to the Holy Wars. His voice 
swept on and on with a fanatic ring. As some 
prophet of old he exhorted his listeners, flay- 
ing them with words. 

In the intentness of that moment none of the 
little group heard the oncoming, whirring 
sounds; none caught the renewed booming of 
the guns, sounding out the alarm. 

‘“‘The war! Don’t you understand? The 
war is the deluge . . . the deluge of blood that 
will purify the world! From the war will come 
tolerance, and understanding among all the 
nations of the earth. It is the great sign! ... 
the sign promised to man. ‘And it came to 
pass, when men began to multiply on the face 
of the earth, and daughters were born unto 
them, that the sons of God saw the daughters 
of men that they were fair; and they took them 
wives of all which they chose. And the Lord 
said, My spirit shall not always strive with 
man, for that he also is flesh; yet his days shall 
be an hundred and twenty years. There were 
giants on the earth in those days; and also 
after that, when the sons of God came in unto 
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the daughters of men, and they bare children 
to them, the same became mighty men which 
were of old, men of renown. 

** “And God saw that that wickedness of men 
was great in the earth, and that every imagina- 
tion of the thoughts of his heart was only evil 
continually. And it repented the Lord that 
he had made man on the earth, and it grieved 
him at his heart. And the Lord said, I will de- 
stroy man whom I have created from the face 
of the earth; both man, and beast, and the 
creeping thing, and the fowls of the air; for it 
repenteth me that I have made them. But 
Noah found grace in the eyes of the Lord. . .’ ”’ 

Came a blinding flash, a great crash, and a 
raining hail of stones. And then a blackness 
filled with smothering smoke. Out of the dark- 
ness a voice persisted, droning on and on. 

‘¢é«The earth also was corrupt before God, 
and the earth was filled with violence. And 
God looked upon the earth, and, behold, it was 
corrupt; for all flesh had corrupted his way 
upon the earth. And God said unto Noah, The 
end of all flesh is come before me; for the earth 
is filled with violence through them; and, be- 
hold, I will destroy them with the earth. Make 
thee an ark of gopher wood; rooms shalt thou 
make in the ark, and shalt pitch it within and 
without with pitch. And this is the fash- 
LOU E Sea 


CHAPTER XIV 


Aw intense sun beat hot upon a long avenue 
of unquivering palm trees that lined the road- 
way, making the pointed green spikes gleam 
like mirroring pools. No shadow, nor the 
faintest sign of shadow marred the glimmer- 
ing whiteness of the broad street. A bright, 
translucent flush of all-enveloping light, so glit- 
tering as to dazzle the eyes of the beholder, 
spread out on all sides like a calm sea. 

Even the mulling throng of people in their 
trailing robes of white were unable to disturb 
that atmosphere of intense silence. They cast 
no shadows, and their voices seemed carried 
away on the lucid air even as they spoke. Be- 
hind them rose squat, square white houses, 
silver-shimmering in the noon-day light. Even 
the little balconies and the roof-tops that har- 
bored their groups of white-robed figures were 
muted, like quieted strings of a violin. 

At the end of the avenue, where all eyes ap- 
peared to turn, all fingers point, spread a low, 
broad building, the centre of which was a col- 
umned patio. So light, so white, so radiant it 
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seemed to tremble—seemed to waver, against 
the luminous sapphire sky that backgrounded 
it vividly. 

Directly in front of the patio were spread 
the spotted skins of a thousand golden leop- 
ards, and the spots were as black as the black 
depth of a bottomless pit. Upon the skins 
rested a low platform, its burnished gold as 
garish as a dark-backed diamond in an arti- 
ficial light; its hundreds of inset stones as glar- 
ing as a lightning flash on a moonless night. 

And upon the platform was a great dragon, 
bright scarlet in color, with seven heads, and 
on each head were seven horns, heavy with 
blood. Upon the back of the beast sat a 
woman, her full, olive-hued beauty an enchant- 
ment to the sight. About her forehead a ser- 
pent coiled, its flat head waving to and fro. 
About her waist, its head upon her rounded 
breast, another serpent spread its length. And 
all about her body were scattered precious 
stones, pearls of opalescent lustre, the purple 
amethyst, the blood-shot sardonyx, the clear 
sapphire, the sea-deep emerald, jasper, chal- 
cedony, sardius, chrysoprasus, beryl, topaz, ja- 
einth, chrysolyte. 

Before the dragon, and directly between his 
great, clawed feet, rose a throne of gold, and 
on the throne, King Nephilim, draped in the 
royal cloth of purple, jewels about his head, 
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his ears, his neck, his arms, his hands, his legs. 
Behind him stood Enim, the High Priest, his 
flat, round face almost white against the shift- 
ing, moving, darting shafts of color. On his 
left hand was Rephaim, a slender, dark man, 
meticulously dressed—his chief counsellor. 
From his right side and from his left side 
spread two rows of oiled and gleaming bodies 
of men, black giants. 

King Nephilim raised a heavy, jewel-decked 
hand. Rephaim leaned towards him. 

‘‘Ts everything in order? The sacrifices are 
ready ?’’ 

Rephaim nodded his head. ‘‘It is ready,’’ 
he answered. 

‘“‘Then I give the command for the begin- 
ning of the Festival of Love,’’ he announced. 
‘‘The Idol of Sin is anxious; Jaghuth grow im- 
patient, when his Temple is prepared and his 
worshippers do not attend.’’ Once more he 
raised his hand. 

At the sign the crowds in the streets and the 
people filling the baleonies and roof-tops of the 
houses raised their hands and shouted. And 
the air was filled with a million flowers, spill- 
ing their heavy, sensuous fragrance on the hot 
air. The trumpeters raised their tubes of 
brass and long, clinging notes came forth. 
With a cry as from one throat the mob rushed 
forward. 
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Up the long avenue they streamed, tearing 
their white garments from them, flinging the 
long robes behind them. Women were raised 
high in the arms of men, shouting wildly, fling- 
ing the garlands of flowers about their heads. 
As they surged onward, the platform bearing 
the Idol of Sin raised slowly, carried upward 
on the shoulders of the giant slaves, and came 
forward to meet them. 

From the Temple of Jaghuth issued the pro- 
cession of priests. Blue clouds of incense rose 
behind them, suffocating in its heavy sweet- 
ness. In their path followed lumbering white 
elephants, rich with trappings. On thein backs 
were seated girls, the youth and beauty of 
which were greater intoxication than the in- 
eense. And in their arms they bore great 
skins, filled to bursting with the wine of the 
Festival of Love. All about them wove the 
dancing girls, their bodies fragrant with citron 
spices. 

Screams and shouts rent the air. Madly the 
people thronged around, leaping, dancing, con- 
torting their limbs, holding up golden goblets 
to be filled with the wine from the skins; drink- 
ing, laughing, pushing, jostling. From the bal- 
conies came showers of flowers, their loosened 
petals wafting like bright-colored feathers onto 
the heads of those below. 

On and on, through the long day, until cool 
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evening came and torchlight flooded the scene, 
making brighter the night than had the sun 
the day. 

And King Nephilim sat on his golden throne 
in the Temple of Jaghuth and watched the 
olive bodies of the dancing girls as they swayed 
and writhed. An arrogant smile played about 
his mouth. For he was King Nephilim, and it 
was for him they danced—not for that painted 
dragon. He knew that. His was the real 
power. It only looked better to pretend to the 
people that they worshipped their idol. 

“‘Dance! Dance!’’ he cried out suddenly, 
flinging the golden cup of wine from hin, spill- 
ing its thick redness on the leopard skins about 
his feet. ‘‘Dance! for it is the Feast of Love 
of Jaghuth! Within the next seven days the 
great god will choose his brides from your 
midst!’ 

And the dance grew wilder and wilder. The 
pipes shrieked more shrilly. The drums 
thrummed louder and louder, rending the air. 

As the sounds of the festival ran higher and 
higher they reached the ears of a little man 
standing on the top of a hill. Since evening, 
now, he had been watching from this height, 
his slender, pale face twisted in anguish at the 
sights he saw. He could make out the great 
procession about the idol, the soldiers forcing 
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their way through the crowds to make a path 
for it, the elephants with their lovely burdens, 
the wine flowing, the rioting. And then he 
crouched back, shielding his eyes, and moan- 
ing. A mother had thrown her small baby be- 
fore the very feet of the idol, to be trampled 
to death as a sacrifice, and the crowd was rais- 
ing her high above them in token of her splen- 
did deed. 

The little man could contain himself no 
longer. He rushed down from his hillside, his 
covering of animal skins spreading out about 
him as he ran. At last he reached the edge of 
the throng, and violently he began to push his 
way among the half-crazed people. Now he 
stood near the idol, gazing on its dreadful ap- 
pearance. He raised a thin arm, and shouted 

_above the noise of the rioting. 

‘“‘T am Noah!’’ he cried. ‘‘Noah, the ap- 
pointed of God! Again and again I have 
warned you. And I come once more to tell you 
that the sign is near at hand. Your ways are 
evil ... they are not the ways of God! This 
monster that you worship is false—false! 
Take heed, or a great a 

His words were cut short by the appearance 
of a soldier and a girl carrying one of the skins 
of wine. The man raised his short spear be- 
hind his head, about to strike. The crowd 
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gathered round, laughing. Noah stood, his 
breast bared for the oncoming stroke. But the 
girl had caught the soldier’s arm. 

‘‘Fool!’’ she hissed. ‘‘Don’t you know he’s 
the madman from the hills? Do you want 
the curse of Jaghuth on you for killing a 
madman ?’’ 

The soldier drew back slowly. ‘‘I didn’t 
know he was mad,’’ he whispered. ‘‘Come on, 
let’s get away from here.’’ 

They thrust themselves into the mob, leaving 
the little man to be buffeted about from one 
side of the street to the other. On every cor- 
ner where he could find a foothold he shouted. 
his warning. But the people only cried: 
“Mad! Let the madman alone, or the curse 
of Jaghuth will be upon you!’’ 

Beaten and weary the man finally found 
himself forced out of the mob and left behind, 
beneath the cool, unwavering palm trees. His 
clothing was torn almost from his body; he was 
beaten and scratched. But he did not feel his 
wounds; he was conscious of nothing, save that 
only somehow, some way, he must try to tell 
these people, to make them understand. But 
they could not hear him, even though he raised 
his voice in loud cries. And at last he turned 
slowly and trudged upward towards his hill- 
top, his feet weary, his heart discouraged. 

Behind him the sounds of revelry grew even 
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louder. Now in the throne room the dancers 
once more swayed before the King, moving to- 
wards him and then away from him, each try- 
ing to catch his eye, to win some sign of favor 
from the ruler. But Nephilim sighed wearily, 
the golden goblet of wine drooping from his 
listless fingers. Only Enim and Rephaim 
watched with eager, appraising eyes the con- 
tortions of the nude figures. 

“It’s tiresome, all this.’’ King Nephilim 
turned to his counsellor, indicating the dancers. 
‘““We’ve had enough of it. Let’s have some- 
thing else.’’ 

“Yes, Your Majesty.’’ Rephaim clapped 
his hands, nodding in assent. 

At his signal the dancers withdrew hur- 
riedly, passing through the great archways 
hung with skins, like mysterious wraiths. 
Some of the lolling courtiers caught at them as 
they fled past, but they did not stop. Theirs 
was to win the favor of Jaghuth, and thus the 
King, and they dared not jeopardize their 
standing. 

Now a magician approached. His body was 
painted in red and yellow circles, so that as he 
moved he seemed to be a revolving series of 
wheels within wheels. As he made his obei- 
sance to the monarch even the courtiers 
stopped in their engrossing games of love and 
watched. Suddenly he reached his hand into 
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the air and in it rested a bowl of water. He 
swirled about like a Dervish, dipped his fingers 
into the bowl, and spattered its contents above 
his head. A column of running water spurted 
high, broke, and spattered the onlookers. The 
King yawned. 

‘‘He tires me,’’ he said, turning to Rephaim. 
‘‘Ts there nothing else to do?’’ His voice was 
becoming sullen and cutting. 

- Quickly Rephaim turned to Enim, and the 
two held whispered consultation, their faces 
set in frowns. At last Rephaim smiled. 

‘“‘Have you forgotten the prisoners, Maj- 
esty? They have not been fed for ten days. 
We have been keeping them for the Feast.’’ 

The King’s face lighted up. ‘‘Ah, the pris- 
oners! Yes, I had forgotten.’’ He rose, clap- 
ping his hands. 

The courtiers jumped to their feet, salaam- 
ing to the ground. His red and purple robes 
trailing behind him, the King led the way to 
a door at one side of the spacious hall. Black 
slaves, crouching on their knees, held back the 
curtains. The King, with Enim and Rephaim, 
passed through. 

Along dark hallways the three moved; 
through rooms where skins of animals veiled 
the interiors; and finally into a large gallery, 
below which was a sort of an arena. Here they 
stopped. The High Priest and the counsellor 
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placed a chair for the King beside the stone 
parapet. Nephilim seated himself and looked 
down. 

Around the arena ran a series of cages, 
barred by wooden crossbeams. Flaming fag- 
gots inset in sockets lighted up the hollow. In 
the glowing illumination the faces of men and 
women came to view—faces peering from be- 
hind the bars—faces gaunt and haggard, lean 
and scraggly with unkept hair. As the pris- 
oners saw the newcomers in the gallery some 
shook the beams in a torment of anguish, 
others crawled on their bellies, stretching out 
their hands. 

At a sign from the King the soldiers on 
guard rattled their spears. <A curtain was 
pulled away and a procession of slaves entered 
bearing great salvers with mounds of food 
piled upon them—food, steaming and smell- 
ing. The procession passed around before the 
cages, turning the platters slowly so that the 
aroma might be more pungent. The prisoners 
rattled ferociously at their bars, growling like 
wild beasts as the sight and smell of food came 
to them. 

Smiling, King Nephilim clapped his hands. 
Rephaim stepped forward and signalled to the 
leader of the procession. The slaves turned 
and slowly retreated through the parted cur- 
tains. The leader, however, remained. He 
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held up in the sight of the King a small fowl. 
Nephilim nodded. The slave placed the chicken 
in the centre of the floor and then hurried 
away. Ata second signal the soldiers stepped 
forward and unbarred the cages, holding the 
people back with their spears. A third signal, 
and the weapon dropped. 

Screaming, panting, crying, the famished 
prisoners rushed towards the fowl on the floor. 
A woman reached it first, snatched it, but a 
man was before her, grabbing it from her. He 
bit into it, but clutching hands tore it from his 
mouth. Flying at each other with tooth and 
nail, men and women battled for that tiny piece 
of food. They gouged and choked and clawed 
each other, rolling on the fioor in their frenzy. 
The King held his sides with laughter, and 
Rephaim looked significantly at Enim. The 
King was content. 

As they struggled with the food, so the little 
man on the hill struggled with his heart. Be- 
fore an altar he stood, holding in his two hands 
a sacrificial lamb. Now he placed the lamb on 
the fire. It hissed and crackled, dulling the 
flame, and then began to burn. Noah fell upon 
his knees, wailing and moaning. He plucked at 
his beard, he rent his garments, he wept, sway- 
ing back and forth, back and forth in his 
anguish. 


But even as he wept his eyes were blinded 
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by a brilliant flash of lightning. He threw up 
his arm to shield his sight, and then, as the 
lightning passed he looked again. Surely, he 
thought, this must be some sign, some answer 
to his prayers to save the wicked of the city 
from the just wrath of his God. Slowly he 
rose and held out his arms to the sky. Then 
he bent, and unloosed his sandals, and turned 
towards the mountains from whence the sign 
seemed to come. 

As he walked high among the hills the light- 
ning came quicker and quicker, brighter and 
brighter. Then, as he reached the top of one 
craggy slope a single brilliant cloud seemed to 
be outlined against the darkening sky. It came 
closer and closer, enveloping the crest of the 
hill on which he stood, shutting from his sight 
the lights below, shutting from his hearing the 
sounds of the Festival. He raised his arms, 
staring up into the cloud, and then dropped to 
his knees. 

Watching, he saw the cloud growing darker 
and darker, and slowly across it came words 
written in fire that blazed like burnished gold 
and yet did not seem to blind his eyes. And 
he read: 

“‘T hear thy words and know the evil in 
the heart of man, and it repenteth me that I 
made him.’’ 

And as he read, the words died away, and 
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Noah cried out in his anguish for the repent- 
ance of mankind. But the moving cloud was 
bright once more. And once more the man, 
struggling on the hilltop, read: 

“¢And behold, I, even I, do bring a flood of 
waters upon the earth, to destroy all flesh, 
wherein is the breath of life, from under 
heaven; and everything that is in the earth 
shall die.’’ 

Once more the light died away, and Noah 
bowed his head in sorrow. But as he waited 
the light came again, and he read: 

‘‘But with thee will I establish my covenant; 
and thou shalt come into the ark, thou, and 
thy sons, and thy wife, and thy sons’ wives 
with thee.’’ 

Then suddenly the sky became overcast, and 
darkness was all about, and there was no light 
any place. And Noah watched and waited 
alone in the night. 

A blazoning flash of lightning rent the sky, 
tearing the clouds asunder. The bushes beside 
the kneeling man burst into flame. The flav 2s 
died out, and in one bush rested a casket of 
clear sapphire, glowing luminously against the 
dark branches. 

Slowly Noah rose and stood before the bush. 
He put out his hands and touched the casket. 
It rested in his fingers. He set it on the 
ground, still glowing, and knelt beside it. He 


NOAH’S ARK 199 


lifted the lid and drew forth a tablet of clay 
covered over with writing. 

‘‘Make thee an ark of gopher wood,’’ he 
read, ‘‘rooms shalt thou make in the ark, and 
shall pitch it within and without with pitch. 
And this is the fashion which thou shalt make 
it of: The length of the ark shall be three hun- 
dred cubits, the breadth of it fifty cubits, and 
the height of it thirty cubits. A window shalt 
thou make to the ark, and in a cubic shalt thou 
finish it above; and the door of the ark shalt 
thou set in the side thereof; with lower, sec- 
ond, and third stories shalt thou make it.’’ 

He finished reading the first tablet and drew 
forth a second, and he read: 

‘And of every living thing of all flesh, two 
of every sort shalt thou bring into the ark, to 
keep them alive with thee; they shall be male 
and female. Of fowls after their kind, and of 
cattle after their kind, of every creeping thing 
of the earth after his kind, two of every sort 
shall come unto thee, to keep them alive. And 
take thou unto thee of all food that is eaten, 
and thou shalt gather it to thee; and it shall be 
for food for thee, and for them.”’ 

_ And Noah placed the two tablets in the sap- 
phire casket and rose to his feet. The dark- 
ness spread about him. From below he could 
just faintly hear the sounds, and but barely see 
the lights. He made his way down the hillside. 
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CHAPTER XV 


A uiTTLE grove of trees shaded the slowly 
rising hill and gave to it a soft, slumbering 
beauty, peaceful and quiet. But within the 
grove tremendous activities were going on. 
There, daily might be heard the dull thud of 
falling timber, the groaning of logs being 
forced into place. Daily the pine-tar odor of 
pitch smouldered in the air. Forgotten, al- 
most, were the fields, bright with their new- 
green crops; forgotten, almost, the straggling 
herds that wandered the fertile slopes. The 
building of the ark was in progress. 

On this, as on every day, Noah was stand- 
ing beside his work, superintending the move- 
ments of the construction. He was consulting 
a large, stone tablet on which was engraved a 
rough sketch of his plans. With various im- 
plements of measure he was checking the 
drawing and comparing it to the semi-finished 
product resting on a rough scaffolding nearby. 

As it stood now this great houseboat was at 
least half completed. The frame-work of the 
sides was all in place, the interior, marked off 


into three stories, was just about finished. The 
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bottom of the monstrous boat was already 
pitched, and rising from it could be seen in- 
numerable stalls planned to house the animals. 
On the second story were the outlines of bins 
for the storage of food. The third and small- 
est section on top would shelter the one family 
destined to be saved from the great deluge 
about to come. 

Close to the ark was a great, hulking figure 
stooping low, attempting to raise a heavy log 
by applying his shoulder to one end. Tugging 
and pulling with all his might he could, how- 
ever, make little headway. 

‘“‘Here, Shem, you can’t do it that way.’’ 
Noah turned to his son who was heaving at the 
timber. ‘‘Where’s Ham? He should be at 
work.’’ 

The heavy man turned towards his father. 
‘“‘T don’t know where he’s gone,’’ he replied. 
‘Tf he’d only give me a hand at this I could get 
it into place. We’re working against time, 
now, you know.”’ 

“<T know it, and I haven’t even started check- 
ing up on the animals. I asked your mother to 
make me out a list of the food we’d need, and 
I thought Japheth ought to know enough about 
animals to make up that list—the way he’s al- 
ways off hunting. But so far as I know neither 
of them have done a blessed thing. And we 
can’t get anyone to help us. I’ve talked on the 
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street corners—I’ve warned the people, but 
they only laugh at me.’’ 

‘“‘Perhaps they have good reason.’’ The 
words came from a buxom figure who had 
quietly appeared behind Noah. 

‘After all I’ve told you, how can you say 
such things.’?’ Noah turned a weary, sorrow- 
ful face on his wife who stood watching the 
work. ‘‘I tell you I have been appointed to do 
this. It is my great command.”’ 

‘‘Well, I suppose you know that the fields 
need seeing to, and furthermore, how can I 
make up a list of foodstuffs if I don’t know 
how long this deluge is going to last. Besides, 
Japheth hasn’t counted the animals.’’ 

Noah sighed. It was the same every place 
he turned. No one would believe his vision, 
no one take his prophecy without the prover- 
bial grain of salt. Some who listened laughed; 
others reminded him that one was apt to see 
strange things on the night of the Festival of 
Love; others attributed his attitude to his mad- 
ness in combination with the intense heat and 
the lightning of that evening; still others re- 
minded him that it was not an unusual thing to 
have a terrific storm at that time of year. 

But at that moment Ham came lingeringly 
around the curve of the road. He was small 
of stature, rather inclined to be wiry, and he 
accepted his father’s new venture with a sort 
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of good-natured intolerance, where Shem ac- 
cepted it stoically, without question, because 
his mind was not of the enquiring sort. 

‘‘Look here, Ham, give your brother a hand 
at that timber, will you?’’ Noah directed. 
““We must hurry with the work, and there is 
no one to help me but my own family.’’ 

““Of course, father.’? Ham wandered over 
to where his brother stood beside the log. ‘‘Go 
ahead, heave,’’ he directed Shem. ‘‘I’ll get 
this end as soon as you raise it.’’ 

Together the two, struggling and puffing, 
pushed the huge log into place on the side of 
the ark. 

““There, that’s done.’’ Ham breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

‘““Where’s Japheth?’’ Noah asked. ‘‘I told 
him to give some attention to the fields this 
morning.”’ 

“T’ll find him,’’ Ham interposed hastily— 
too hastily. 

Noah frowned. ‘‘What has he been doing 
now?’’ he questioned. 

‘“‘Nothing, father,’?’ Ham returned inno- 
cently. ‘‘I just saw him a little while ago. 
That’s why I said I’d find him for you. He’s 
been in the fields all morning.’’ 

“¢ All right.’? Noah returned to his work of 
measuring, and Shem started stripping an- 
other tree to make it ready for use. 
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Ham sauntered along the road, whistling. 
He knew just where he could find his brother, 
and so, as he neared the spot, he whistled more 
shrilly than ever. 

Beside some bushes on the edge of a field sat 
a tall man, bronze of face, who looked as 
though he was accustomed to out-door work. 
He was eating from a big clay bowl, and now 
and then he stopped to drink from the skin of 
wine near him. At his side sat a girl, her blue- 
purple eyes gazing steadfastly at him. Her 
long, red-bronze hair hung loose about her 
shoulders, making a halo for the oval, olive- 
skinned face. 

‘“Was it good, Japheth?’’ she questioned, 
looking at the empty bowl. ‘‘I made it all my- 
self.’’ 

‘“‘“Very good, Miriam—and to think such 
lovely hands could do such things.’? He 
caught the girl’s hands in his and held them. 

“‘Japheth, do you really think your father’s 
right about this terrible flood?’’ Her eyes be- 
eame startled pools of light as she broached 
the subject. 

“‘T don’t know, dear,’’? the man answered. 
‘‘Sometimes, when I see father with that fire 
that almost consumes his face, and when I hear 
him talk, then I do believe he must know some- 
thing that none of the rest of us know. He 
must have some reason——”’ 
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‘‘But down in the town everybody says that 
—that—’’ she hesitated to finish the speech. 

‘Yes, I know. They all say he’s mad. I’ve 
heard it, too. But if he is mad, then I should 
really believe him. You know they say mad 
people have much more intuition than others. 
I really don’t know whether he’s mad or not. 
Being my own father, you see I’m rather preju- 
diced on the subject.’’ 

‘‘Of course, dear, and I didn’t actually mean 
to talk about it—it sort of slipped out. But 
sometimes he frightens me.’’ 

‘‘He frightens me too, sometimes,’’ Japheth 
admitted. ‘‘Especially when he gets worked 
up into one of his ‘spells,’ I call them. And 
yet, those are just the times that I believe that 
he really knows what he’s talking about. It’s 
strange, isn’t it?’’ 

‘Yes, very strange. But what are we—I 
mean,’”’ the girl hesitated, blushing furiously 
at her slip of the tongue, ‘‘what are you going 
to do about it?’’ 

‘““You were right the first time,’’ the man 
corrected her tenderly, putting his arm about 
her and drawing her closer to him. ‘‘It’s what 
are we going to do about it. But whatever 
happens, Miriam,’’ his voice was _ serious, 
‘‘whatever happens, you know I’ll take care 
of you.”’ 

‘‘My dear,’’ she whispered. 
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They were silent for a while, gazing out over 
the expansive field. Then the girl spoke. 

‘‘But I was thinking of all those people down 
there in the town,’’ she began. ‘‘What’s going 
to happen to them if this flood really comes.”’ 

‘‘Why are you so anxious about them?’’ 
Japheth looked at her frowning. ‘‘Is there 
someone down there you like—better than me?”’ 
he questioned jealously. 

‘“‘Oh, Japheth, how could you say such a 
thing.’’ Her eyes filled with tears. 

‘“<There, there, I’m sorry.’’ Japheth bent his 
bronzed head and kissed her shut eyes. ‘‘I 
didn’t mean it at all. Only sometimes—some- 
times, when you talk about the people in the 
town it makes me angry—I don’t know just 
why, but I feel all upset inside.”’ 

‘“‘But why—I didn’t mean anything by it. 
I only meant that it seems so terrible to think 
of them all being gone, and we’ll never see them 
again—if there is a flood.’’ 

“‘Yes, if there is a flood. But I shouldn’t 
bother about it now, if I were you. Perhaps 
there won’t be any flood at all. And even if 
there is, I shall be with you.’’ He rose to his 
feet pulling the girl up with him. ‘‘I love you, 
Miriam—I think I shall always love you, even 
to the end of time.’? He drew her to him, 
pressing her face against his shoulder. 
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As they stood there a slight movement in the 
underbrush caught his attention. He released 
the girl and looked again, and then he saw a 
hand and arm cautiously stealing around the 
bushes and dragging back the wine skin. With 
a quick jump he had parted the shrubbery and 
caught hold of his brother, Ham, just lifting 
the container to his lips. 

“‘Look here, that’s mine,’’ he laughed, 
snatching the wine skin. ‘‘What are you doing 
here, anyhow?’’ 

“‘T came looking for you,’’ Ham returned. 
‘‘But you were pretty busy: a 

‘““Well, what’s happened now?’’ 

‘‘Nothing more than usual. Father’s look- 
ing all over for you. He wants you to come 
and help work on the ark. He’s getting 
worried. And mother said you hadn’t counted 
the animals yet.”’ 

‘“‘Oh, I forgot about that. But it’s easy 
enough,’’ Japheth laughed. ‘‘I can get most 
of them rounded up when I want them. All 
right, you run along and tell father I’ll be there 
in two shakes of a lamb’s tail.’’ 

‘All right.’? Ham disappeared again amidst 
the underbrush. 

“‘T must go now, dear, and don’t worry,”’ 
Japheth told Miriam. ‘‘Remember, whatever 
happens, we’ll be together.’’? He picked up the 
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wine skin and started through the underbrush 
in the trail of his brother. 

Slowly Miriam took up the bowl in which 
she had brought Japheth’s midday meal and 
started down the slope, thinking. In her ab- 
sorption she did not notice a group of horse- 
men coming along the flat plain and starting 
up the road. 

The horsemen, headed by Rephaim, were 
going at a slow pace, as though the heat of the 
sultry day precluded any fast riding. But in 
reality Rephaim was talking guardedly to his 
friend who rode by his side. 

‘‘Well, I don’t know what to do,’’ he was say- 
ing to the military looking personage. ‘‘But 
something’s got to be done. His Majesty’s 
getting worse and worse every day. Nothing 
seems to please him any more. Nothing amuses 
him. And Enim is growing more and more in 
favor. If this keeps on, we’ll all have to look 
out for our heads.’’ 

‘‘But you, his counsellor, can’t you think of 
anything that would distract his attention?’’ 
The military man frowned. Their cause was 
a common one. ‘‘You’re supposed to have all 
the brains, anyhow, especially regarding the 
things that will please His Majesty.’’ 

“‘T’ve thought until I’m tired,’’? Rephaim re- 
turned with some asperity. ‘‘He won’t look at 
the starved prisoners any more—that was my 
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idea, you remember. And he used to enjoy it 
somuch. Then I got some leopard cubs for him 
to play with—of course I had them all trained 
beforehand—but we pretended that he had 
turned the trick himself. But he’s tired of that 
now. And the dancing girls and the magicians 
—well, he won’t even see them.’’ 

‘‘Have you thought of the madman up on the 
hill?” the military man suggested. ‘‘He might 
be amusing for a little while.’’ 

‘‘T had thought of him,’’ Rephaim returned 
gloomily, ‘‘but I have a kind of superstition 
about mad people. You know, they say the 
gods punish anyone who harms them.’’ 

““Tt wouldn’t be necessary to harm him. His 
ravings about this deluge—I believe that’s 
what he’s been talking about—might stir up 
the interest of His Majesty.’’ 

‘‘Yes, and probably give him one of his nerv- 
ous fits and throw him off his head, and then 
we’d have Enim coming in to sacrifice to the 
gods and restore him to health, and we’d be 
worse off than before.’’ 

“‘Oh, I don’t know,’’ the military man re- 
turned. ‘‘You’re bad enough off now—you 
can’t be much worse. Say, what’d we start out 
on this expedition for?”’ 

‘‘His Majesty said he wanted some wine—a 
special kind that comes from these hills,”’ 
Rephaim reminded his companion. ‘‘But if 
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you ask me, I think it was a plan of Enim’s to 
get me out of the way for a while, so that he 
could get in one of his little talks with the 
King. What I’d like to do is to bring back 
something new—something interesting, some- 
thing so far superior to what His Majesty’s 
ever seen that Enim would have to keep quiet 
for a while.”’ 

‘‘Well, we might try the madman, anyhow, if 
you can get over your foibles. There’s no 
harm 

The horses came to a jerky halt as Rephaim 
stopped suddenly. 

“‘Took!’? He pointed to a girl who had been 
coming down the road. 

Miriam, seeing the group of cavalry, had 
drawn back towards the side of the path, 
frightened. And now she saw that the man in 
front was pointing towards her. 

‘‘Did you ever see anything quite so beauti- 
ful as that?’’ Rephaim was gesticulating to 
the girl. ‘‘If His Majesty caught a glimpse 
of her—’’ He rode up to the girl who now 
turned and faced him proudly. 

‘‘Kadmon,’’ he addressed his friend. ‘‘I be- 
lieve our search is ended. We do not need to 
go on for the wine. Here is beauty more in- 
toxicating than the juice of the rarest grape!”’ 

He leaped down from his horse and ap- 
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proached the girl. She drew back, frightened 
by his bold, appraising gaze. 

‘By all the gods, if she is not fit to be the 
bride of Jaghuth then I am mad myself.’’ 

At his words the girl jumped, startled, and 
covered her mouth with her hand to keep from 
screaming. The man’s eyes were looking her 
up and down in a way that terrified her. But 
his words caused her to raise her head. 

‘‘T am not the servant of Jaghuth,’’ she an- 
nounced proudly. ‘‘I am of another faith. I 
do not believe in your gods.’’ 

‘‘Kadmon, she is better even than the mad- 
man,’’ Rephaim called. ‘‘We must have her.’’ 

With a quick motion he had seized the girl 
in his arms and ran back to his horse, throw- 
ing her across the saddle despite her screams 
and her efforts to free herself. He leapt to his 
seat and called to the men to follow. Swiftly 
they rushed down the road. 

But the incident was not without witness. 
For, emerging from the underbrushes was the 
mother of Japheth. She stood terror-stricken, 
half-hidden in the greenery, unable to do any- 
thing. She saw the body of horsemen flash 
past her, bearing the girl with them. And as 
the last sound died away she turned quickly 
and fled towards the hilltop where Japheth 
worked. 


CHAPTER XVI 


A great marble pool spread its cool length 
across the many-columned Hall of the Baths. 
A gentle fountain sent tall jets of water high 
into the air to break and scatter a myriad-col- 
ored foam that fell back again, flecking the 
quiet depths below. Dwarfed, growing palms, 
intermingling with lush greenery, _ back- 
grounded long-stemmed flowers of whiteness 
like pearl, and leaned over the edge of the bath 
as though to admire their own beauty. Sleek 
peafowl trailed their great fan-tails across the 
pinkish stone, nodding their heads back and 
forth as they minced daintily to and fro. 

All around the edge of the pool were the 
olive-skinned women of the harem. Some 
walked about, their oiled and scented beauty 
gleaming duskily against the marble walls. 
Some lay languorously on narrow, low couches, 
stretching their rounded limbs lazily. Some 
perched like well ‘fed birds on the sides of the 
pool, dangling their henna-tinted toes in the 
water. But all watched with more or less anx- 
ious eyes the figure that came slowly up the 


steps from the bath. 
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Miriam, her long, red-gleaming hair half 
covering, half revealing the loveliness of her 
body, stood hesitatingly, looking about her. 
She could feel cold, suspicious eyes upon her, 
hear the soft murmur of voices, repeating al- 
ways that phrase that terrified her: The 
Bride of Jaghuth! The Bride of Jaghuth! 
But the Mistress of the Bath, a wizened old 
woman, hard of muscle and bone, was already 
throwing a robe over the girl’s shoulders and 
bearing her off into one corner of the room. 

Now the young slaves were about her, their 
arms encircling the great jars of perfumes and 
oils. Their rounded fingers and tender-palmed 
hands covered her, smoothing gently but firmly 
the ointments into her skin. Strong, spicy 
odors floated over her. Her hair was combed 
and scented with the sweet-smelling myrrh. 
The tips of her fingers and her toes were 
painted with red dye, and the nails were gilded 
with a shining gold. 

And now they dressed her in thin, fine linen, 
worked over with the colors of the flowers of 
the fields and rich with silver and gold. From 
a wide tray they took golden chains inset with 
all manners of stones, and placed them around 
her neck and wrists. They caught back her 
hair with jeweled strings, and long jewels hung 
beside her cheeks, glittering drowsily in the 
subdued, white light. 
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The women watched with no ill concealed 
interest and an openly intense jealousy the 
preparations being made for the reception of 
Miriam by the King. If she pleased him, it 
was she who would become the Bride of Jag- 
huth, the favored daughter of the gods for a 
short season, at least. And she did not even 
belong to the town, nor was she one of the 
dancing girls, trained for this very ceremony. 
Instead, she was an outsider, brought from the 
hills, they told each other. And dressed as she 
was, all resplendent in beauty, it did not seem 
likely that she would be rejected, even by the 
difficult Nephilim. 

The slaves drew back the heavy hangings 
that lead into the ante chamber of the audience 
room of the King. Miriam hesitated, fright- 
ened, looking around as though in search of a 
friendly countenance. But only hostile glances 
met her gaze. And then the Mistress of the 
Baths issued a sharp command, and the girl 
was forced to obey, walking with the slaves be- 
side her into the next room. 

As she entered she saw, standing in the cen- 
tre of the chamber, the man who had flung her 
across his horse and borne her away to the 
palace. 

Smiling, Rephaim started towards her, his 
eyes estimating her value. 

‘*You’ve done very well.’’ He nodded to the 
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Mistress of the Baths, who bowed low at his 
words of approval. 

“It wasn’t hard, Master,’’ she returned. 

“‘No, I dare say it wasn’t,’? Rephaim an- 
swered. ‘‘You may go, now.’’ With a gesture 
he dismissed the woman and the slaves, who 
backed away through the door, the hangings 
falling into place after their retreating forms 
and leaving Miriam alone with the man. 

For a few moments the King’s counsellor 
watched the girl. Then he moved closer to her. 

“Ah, and so we meet again.’’ He bowed in 
a sort of meek solemnity. ‘‘ Well, and do you 
like it, now that you’re here?’’ he questioned, 
indicating the room and the palace in general. 

Miriam made no answer save to lower her 
head and stare at the floor. 

‘‘Come, come, my dear, don’t sulk now,’’ he 
continued. ‘‘I’m sorry I had to be so rough 
with you this noon, but I felt that it was the 
only way of persuading you.”’ 

‘‘But I don’t want to be here. I want to go 
home.’’ Miriam looked up, her eyes filling with 
tears. 

‘““What! Back to those country hills when 
you can have all this! How silly you are! But 
there,’’ he noted the tears now. ‘‘By the sil- 
ver diamond of Nanam I won’t have you cry- 
ing.’? He caught the girl’s arm and drew her 
towards him. The perfume of her hair filled 


216 NOAH’S ARK 


his nostrils and went like wine to his head. 
‘¢‘What’s the matter? Don’t you know that 
without doubt you are about to have the great- 
est honor conferred upon you. And to think 
I discovered you! Don’t you think you ought 
to be a little kinder to me?’’ He pressed her 
closely to him, rubbing her hair with his cheek. 

‘‘I’m not interested in your honors!’’ Mir- 
iam tried to pull away, but she found herself 
caught in a viselike grip that terrified her. 

‘‘Ah, perhaps you’re sad, then, because you 
think that Jaghuth will tire of you all too 
quickly. But you needn’t worry about that. 
I’ll look after you all right, I assure you.’’ 

His words were interrupted by a slight 
movement behind him. He turned quickly, re- 
leasing the girl and pushing her from him, just 
as Enim entered the room. 

The High Priest stood in the doorway, look- 
ing from Rephaim to Miriam. He smiled, but 
the smile was forced and his eyes blazed with 
anger as he considered the beauty of the girl. 
Rephaim had certainly got ahead of him this 
time. Nephilim couldn’t -help being satisfied 
with this beauty, and Rephaim would. be in 
high favor for the time being. Furthermore, 
it wasn’t Rephaim’s business to go about find- 
ing brides for Jaghuth, anymore than it was his 


business to be here alone with the prospective 
candidate. 
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‘‘T just heard that you had brought a new 
bride for the choice of Jaghuth.’’ Enim came 
slowly into the room, still watching the girl 
with his little, greedy pig-eyes. 

‘‘Well, I thought it was high time something 
was being done about it.’’ 

His words were like a slap in the face. They 
insinuated the incapability of Enim to do what 
he, Rephaim, had done. And, too, they sug- 
gested that Rephaim was very cocksure of him- 
self. 

‘“‘Have you forgotten that 7 am the High 
Priest of Jaghuth!’’ Enim snarled. 

Rephaim scowled. He knew quite well that 
Enim’s reference to his office was a reminder 
that he also had a right to the possession of the 
girl, and that he meant to exercise that right. 
With a sudden movement Rephaim’s hand 
dropped to his girdle where a knife handle pro- 
truded. Miriam drew back, sensing the quar- 
rel about to come, and not knowing which way 
to turn. 

A sudden rumbling of drums halted any fur- 
ther movement. Rephaim and Hnim stepped 
aside, salaaming. The curtains of the audi- 
ence chamber parted aud King Nephilim stood 
in the doorway. Like an arrow going straight 
to its mark his eyes turned directly to the girl. 
He looked her up and down slowly, until she 
felt that he looked through her. She tried to 
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scream, but it seemed like some terrible dream 
wherein screams suffocated themselves even be- 
fore they came into being. 

Rephaim watched with cunning eyes beneath 
lowered lids). He saw that the King was 
pleased, and he smiled to himself. 

“‘This is the rare treasure I have brought 
you, Your Majesty.’? He spoke quickly, anx- 
ious to make the most of the situation. He 
noted the anger and displeasure that sprang 
into Enim’s face, and he felt that he had ac- 
complished his purpose. 

Under this intent scrutiny of the King, 
Miriam bowed her head, afraid to look at the 
man. She realized that now he was dismissing 
his retinue and was signalling for the depar- 
ture of his High Priest and the counsellor. 
She could feel, without glancing up, that he 
was coming nearer and nearer. His hands 
reached out to touch her, to pull away the 
silken robe. And then, as though a sudden 
strength had flooded her heart, she raised her 
head and stared straight at = King. 

‘*Don’t touch me, Nephilim! I warn you, 
you bring only disaster upon yourself} 
Haven’t you heard the words of Noah and the 
prophecy he has made? The world is full of 
evil and sin, and even now our Jehovah pre- 
pares a flood that will wipe the wicked from 
the face of the earth. Will you persist in defy- 
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ing the truth and clinging to your false gods?”’ 

Her words came clear and passionate, ring- 
ing with an intensity of belief. She scarcely 
realized that it was she who was speaking. It 
sounded in her own ears like another person’s 
voice and thoughts. And yet she knew that 
suddenly she had been flooded with a belief like 
that of Noah, and it had given her courage to 
fight against such odds. She thought of the 
little man up there on the hills, so sure, so sin- 
cere, and she lost all sense of fear. 

‘“Yes, yes, it does seem as though I’ve heard 
something about that before,’? the King 
smiled. ‘‘It’s the madman on the hills you’re 
talking about, isn’t it.’’ He stroked the girl’s 
hair, and his hand wandered down over the 
smooth flesh on her neck. He wasn’t inter- 
ested in the conversation, but he liked to see 
the flash and sparkle of her eyes when she 
talked. 

‘‘He’s not mad,’’ she cried, and she felt now 
that she spoke the truth. 

‘“‘No? Well, perhaps not. I don’t know him, 
you see. But it doesn’t matter—’’ his voice 
trailed off and he caught the girl in his arms. 
The heavy fragrance of her warm, scented 
body was like a heady wine; the round, smooth 
firmness of her was like pomegranates to the 
touch; and her blazoning defiance aroused 


new, strange sensations. 


220 NOAH’S ARK 


But as Miriam struggled against the 
strength of the man, beating him back with 
her hands, there came the noise of shouts and 
struggling from the outer entrance way. 
Nephilim released the girl suddenly and lis- 
tened. 

‘“‘What’s that???’ He frowned as the sounds 
came nearer. ‘‘I gave orders—’’ He went 
over to one side of the room and drew back the 
curtains from a small door. + 

From where he stood the King could see a 
man, evidently from the hills, dressed in the 
skin of a lion, wrestling with the palace guards. » 
The man was knocking the soldiers right and 
left, sending their spears flying from their 
hands with some sort of a hammer. The 
guards from the audience chamber rushed out, 
but like a flash the man leapt to one side and 
ran into the room, leaving the two groups of 
guards colliding with each other. In another 
moment Japheth had dashed into the ante- 
chamber and seized Miriam in his arms. 

‘“‘How dare you!’’? Nephilim drew himself 
up in all his kingly dignity and stared at the 
intruder. 

‘“‘You’ve stolen my betrothed, Nephilim,”’ 
Japheth flared angrily. ‘‘And I’ve come for 
my revenge. You can’t do that—’’ he started 
towards the King, his hammer upraised. 

Miriam caught at his arm, as though to draw 
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him back from trouble, but the soldiers were 
already rushing into the room, and in another 
moment they had seized Japheth and bore him 
back, twisting his arms behind him. 

The sound of the struggle had brought Enim 
and Rephaim to the scene, and they watched 
in bewilderment this attack upon the King. 

‘““Who is this man?’’ Nephilim turned on 
his soldiers belligerently. ‘‘Why is he here?’’ 

‘“‘T am Japheth, the son of Noah!’’ the in- 
truder shouted. ‘‘And I warn you Md 

‘“Keep him quiet,’’ Nephilim commanded the 
soldiers. 

Choking hands covered his mouth, and 
Japheth tried to wrench himself free, only to 
be dragged aside and half-smothered beneath 
the arm of a guard. 

‘Who and what is this Noah?’’ Nephilim de- 
manded, turning his back and drawing the 
High Priest and his counsellor aside. ‘‘That’s 
the second time today I’ve heard about him, 
and every time anyone mentions his name, he 
says: ‘I warn you.’ I’m getting tired of this. 
What is it this man’s doing, anyhow.’’ 

‘They talk of a deluge prophesied by this 
Noah,’’ Rephaim put in quickly. ‘‘He’s build- 
ing something up there on the hill—some kind 
of a temple, I suppose, that he thinks is going 
to save himself and his family.’’ 

‘‘A deluge,’’ Nephilim nodded. ‘‘But there 
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are always a great many storms this time of 
year. I don’t think I quite understand.’’ 

‘‘No, they have some kind of a belief that 
the country is too wicked and does not believe 
in their faith, and so their God is going to de- 
stroy us all,’? Rephaim explained. 

‘‘But surely our gods will protect us?’’ The 
King turned anxiously to the High Priest. 

‘‘Our gods will protect us,’’ Enim assured 
the King. ‘‘Only this morning I have had 
favorable omens from them. Of course, if you 
order it, I shall begin special sacrifices.”’ 

‘‘T think that would be a good idea,’’ the 
King agreed. ‘‘Meantime, have this man 
taken away to the cells.’’ 

Rephaim gave the command, and the soldiers 
straightened up their prisoner and tightened 
their holds on him, pushing towards the door. 

With a cry Miriam rushed after them, fling- 
ing her arms about Japheth’s neck, ‘‘Take me, 
Nephilim, take me,’’ she pleaded, ‘‘but don’t 
take him— Oh, please don’t take him.”’ 

‘“‘No, no!’?? With a tremendous effort 
Japheth wrenched one arm free and caught 
Miriam to him. ‘‘It doesn’t matter about me 
—but if any harm comes to her!’’ He looked 
down at the girl and rubbed his cheek tenderly 
against hers. ‘‘Save her, Nephilim, and do 
what you like with me.’’ 


NOAH’S ARK 223 


The King looked at the two strangely 
puzzled. Certainly this must be a great love if 
each was so willing to venture into a horrible 
unknown, perhaps death, for the other. It 
wasn’t even natural, he concluded. 

But Hnim, studying the two through narrow 
slits of eyes, leaned towards the King. 

‘‘Theirs is a wonderful love, undoubtedly, 
Your Majesty,’’ he whispered. ‘‘But even 
love cannot withstand the pangs of hunger and 
thirst. If I might suggest—’’ He waited, as 
though to allow the King to grasp at his idea 
and take it for his own. 

‘A brilliant thought!’’? Nephilim’s eyes 
lighted up. ‘‘Absolutely brilliant! To the 
eages—both of them!’’ He gave the command 
himself. 

Roughly the soldiers seized the girl, tearing 
her away from the protecting arm of Japheth. 
Pushing the two before them, they hurried 
them out through the narrow passageway that 
led to the cages of the starved prisoners. 

‘And see that this temple that the madman 
is building to his God is destroyed,’’ Nephilim 
ordered. ‘‘It may bring the wrath of our gods 
upon us. You begin the sacrifices this eve- 
ning,’? he turned to Enim. ‘‘And you,’’ he 
turned to Rephaim, ‘‘ride to the hills as soon 
as possible and find out about this thing. But 
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whatever you do, don’t bring harm to the mad- 
man. Jaghuth would be angry. And report to 
me when you’ve done something about this. 
It’s upsetting me too much.’’ He turned and 
walked away, followed by his two sycophants. 


CHAPTER XVII 


Up in the grove of trees on the hilltop stood 
the ark almost completed. The one open side 
now no longer revealed the skeleton of the in- 


terior. Instead, it was closed up, and only the | 


door, swinging open showed the three stories. 
Noah, Shem and Ham were busily plying the 
hull with great gobs of pitch, stuffing the thick, 
viscous substance into every crack and cranny. 
While up and down a rude platform, their 
arms filled with great vats and _ bundles 
of grain, hurried the wives of Noah and his 
two sons. Even the hot, heavy air, almost 
smothering, did not deter the workers. 

In the little clearing made by the cutting of 
timber for the ark, stood a group of idlers, 
some from other hills, some from the town, all 
watching with a sort of indifferent amusement 
the labours of this small group of people. 
They commented from time to time upon the 
building itself, and upon the possibility of it 
ever being used. They joked and laughed 
among themselves, until Shem glared at them 
menacingly, and then they quieted down for 


a bit. 
225 
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At last one, a little more bold than the 
others, laughed outright. ‘‘Don’t forget the 
nets, Grey-beard,’’ he taunted. ‘‘In these 
waters there are many fish!’’ He stooped and 
picked up a handful of the gravel dirt and al- 
lowed it to sift through his fingers. 

His companion roared at this sally. They 
picked up rocks and began to hurl them at the 
workers, bandying about their sallies of wit. 
As the stones struck the ark Shem turned 
angrily and started for the crowd, his pitching 
stick in his hand. But Noah caught him by the 
arm and drew him back. 

‘‘Let them alone, Shem,’’ he ordered gently. 
“‘Tt doesn’t matter what they say. It’s just 
that they can’t understand.”’ 

‘All right, if you say so, but—look!’? Shem 
pointed down the road where a rising cloud of 
dust sprang up around the feet of many 
horses. 

The sounds of the approaching cavalcade 
brought the onlookers running, staring to see 
what might happen next. It was King Ne- 
philim’s own guard, they told each other ex- 
citedly, with the Chief Counsellor at the head. 
They ran, gathering about the line of cavalry- 
men, eager to hear what Rephaim had come 
to say. 

As they approached the clearing, Rephaim 
gave the command to stop. He held up his 
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,fand for silence. The crowd settled into still- 
ness. 

“Tt is His Majesty, King Nephilim’s com- 
mand,’’ the Counsellor’s voice rang out, ‘‘that 
the worship of all gods other than Jaghuth and 
his lesser gods be stopped, and their temples 
and altars destroyed.’’ 

Rephaim paused. The onlookers nodded at 
each other knowingly, approvingly. 

Shem reached for his stone hammer and 
leapt to his feet. ‘‘He can’t do that,’’ he mut- 
tered. 

But once more his father pulled him back. 
“Tt is well, my son,’’ Noah counseled. ‘‘I’m 
not afraid. There will be a sign.’’ 

““We’ve got a right to build what we like up 
here on our hill,’? Shem argued impatiently. 

“‘Tt doesn’t matter. There will be a sign.”’ 
The little man raised his head, his eyes staring 
upward like twin balls of fire, so bright they 
seemed. 

And then, as Rephaim started forward with 
his soldiers, riding towards the ark, followed 
by the hooting, jeering crowd of people, a great 
bolt of lightning flashed across the sky and 
seemed to sink down into the earth. It swal- 
lowed up everything for the moment in a blind- 
ing flame of brilliancy. The horses reared on 
their haunches, almost throwing the riders 
from their seats. The idlers screamed, and 
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tried to flee, but only knocked against each 
other. A great pall of dust and dirt rose in 
the air. 

As the light died away, and the thick dust 
settled, the soldiers and the idlers found them- 
selves confronting a deep chasm too wide to 
cross. They stared, murmuring in awe and 
amazement, their voices low in their fear. 
They looked uneasily at each other. Finally 
one pedestrian turned and fled down the hill. 
Like sheep the others followed. Even Re- 
phaim, as he saw his soldiers beginning to 
retreat, felt the panic, and he gave the order 
to return. 

As the last vestige of the onlookers disap- 
peared, Noah turned to his sons. 

‘‘There is no need to worry any longer about 
Japheth and Miriam,’’ he told them. ‘‘The 
sign has come. It is not well with them now, 
but they will soon be delivered from their 
bonds.’’ He sighed deeply, and then shook his 
head as though to wake himself. ‘‘We must 
work quickly now.’’ He turned once more to 
the pitching of the boat. 

But as he worked Ham could not help think- 
ing of his brother. By dint of questionings in 
the town he had learned of the fate of Japheth 
and Miriam, but no one could tell whether they 
would be left to starvation in the cages, or 
whether they would meet with sudden death. 
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He sighed, for he and Japheth had always been 
very, very close to each other—more so than 
he and Shem. 

And at that moment Japheth was thinking 
of Ham, and the peaceful green hills where his 
father worked on the ark. Six days had 
passed, and now it was the seventh day. In the 
cage beside him stood Miriam, so weak from 
hunger and thirst that she could barely cling 
to the bars to reach out her hand to him. 

‘‘Tt’s been seven days now, dear.’’ The 
sturdy hillman spoke with a thick tongue, swol- 
len from thirst. ‘‘Surely help will come soon.”’ 

‘Oh, my dear.’’ Miriam put out a weakened 
arm through the bars and touched Japheth. 
‘“‘T am not afraid any more, but I can’t help 
thinking that you would never have been here 
if it hadn’t been for me.’’ 

“Vou imustn’t think that, Miriam. ~« | 
couldn’t stand it if I thought you were alone 
in this place. I was thinking of the hills—and 
father must have finished the ark by now.”’ 

‘“‘Yes.’’ Miriam sighed, too sick to say 
more. But her thoughts wandered back to the 
peaceful green of the country slopes in a sort 
of delirious dream. 

No sounds came from the other rooms of 
the palace, no stirring of human activity 
reached the cages of the starved prisoners. 
Yet up above, in the bright outside world, 
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everything went on as usual—everything, that 
is, until the two guardsmen on the palace roof 
began to note strange happenings. 

The two soldiers had been leaning lazily 
against the low wall that surrounded the- 
roof, their eyes wandering now and again out 
over the hills and plains, ever-watchful of any 
unusual occurrences. 

‘“‘Tt’s pretty dull now,’’ one soldier turned 
to his companion. ‘‘Wouldn’t mind at all if 
there’d be another war or something.’’ 

‘‘Yes, dull and dry,’’ the second soldier com- 
mented. ‘‘Say, I wonder if there’s anything 
to what that madman up in the hills says about 
a storm. We need it, all right. It’s been too 
hot lately.’’ 

‘< Aw, that’s a lot of stuff and nonsense,’’ the 
first soldier retorted. ‘‘We always get a lot 
of storms this time of year. He’s just off his 
head, that’s all.’’ 

‘*Well, it was funny how the lightning struck 
right around that temple he’s building. Made 
me feel sort of queer, if you know what I 
mean.’’ 

‘‘Nothing funny about it. It’s happened be 
fore. lLightning’s apt to strike once in a 
while.’ 

‘“Yes, but it came just in time to keep 
Rephaim from carrying out His Majesty’s or- 
ders.’’ He frowned thoughtfully. 
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“*Coincidence,’’ the second soldier laughed. 

They were silent for a while, still watching 
out over the country. The air’ was oppres- 
sively hot and dry. Not a leaf trembled. A 
vast stillness seemed to encompass the world, 
settling over it like a transparent cloud. It 
made the breath come quick and short, as 
though it were too heavy for breathing. It 
even seemed to quiet sounds, and yet, in itself, 
it was a kind of sound. 

Suddenly the second guard clutched the 
first. 

‘“Look!’’ he exclaimed, pointing to the red 
ball of fire that hung luminous and haloed in 
the sky. ‘‘The sun—something’s the matter 
with it?’’ He stared, his eyes round and 
fearful. 

‘“‘By the great god Jaghuth!’’ the first sol- 
dier exclaimed, his eyes popping. ‘‘It’s set- 
ting in the east! We’d better warn the King. 
Something is wrong. You stay here—L’ll go.’’ 
He started for the aperture in the roof that led 
down to the floors below. 

In the throne room for which the guard was 
heading Nephilim reclined indolently on a 
couch, his heavy features half-sagging, giving 
him a look of sleepy boredom. Beside him 
stood Enim and Rephaim, watching the 
dancers who had been called in to while away 
the long afternoon. They alone seemed to pos- 
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sess any energy. But the eyes of the High 
Priest and the Chief Counsellor belied their 
seeming ennui, for they lighted up now and 
again as they watched the contortions of the 
lovely figures. 

Tearing the curtains back the guard entered 
the room, panting from his exertions. He ran 
to the couch where King Nephilim lay and 
threw himself on his face. With an angry ges- 
ture at the interruption Nephilim dismissed the 
entertainers, who fled precipitously at the ad- 
vent of the stranger. 

‘‘Well, what is it?’’? Nephilim thrust his foot 
against the man’s ribs. ‘‘What’s the matter?’’ 

The guard came to a kneeling position. ‘‘It’s 
the sun, Your Majesty,’’ he gasped. ‘‘Some- 
thing’s wrong with the sun.”’ 

“The sun? Are you mad?’’? King Nephilim 
sat up and looked at the man before him. 
‘““What’s the matter with the sun?’’ 

“‘Tt’s setting in the east, Your Majesty,’’ the 
guard explained, trembling. ‘‘And it’s all red, 
with rings around it.’’ 

‘“‘The man’s mad,’’ the King explained, but 
his hands trembled as he drew the royal dra- 
peries about him and rose, hurrying towards 
the window. 

Rephaim and Enim followed close on his 
heels, pulling back the curtains that kept out 
the harsh heat of the day. The three stared up 
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at the sky, and then the King drew back, his 
face palely green. 

‘“What—what does it mean?’’ he demanded, 
turning to his High Priest for an explanation 
of the phenomenon. 

“Tf Your Majesty will return to the royal 
couch I will explain,’’ Enim answered 
smoothly. 

As the King swept across the room the High 
Priest was thinking quickly. Here was an op- 
portunity to turn an unnatural event to his 
benefit. He studied the situation in his mind. 
At last a cunning smile flitted across his face. 
He waited until the King was seated again 
and then, with an humble lowering of his head 
he began. 

“‘Tf Your Majesty will forgive me, I should 
like to say that it was I who, by the grace of 
the great Jaghuth, ordered the sun to do this 
act accordingly in honor of his Bridal Festival 
tonight.’’ 

He watched the effect of his words upon the 
King and breathed a sigh of relief as he saw 
Nephilim turn on him with a smile. He noted, 
too, the look of jealousy that crossed the 
counsellor’s face, and he was pleased. 

‘¢Ah!?? King Nephilim exclaimed delightedly. 
‘‘This is indeed a work of wonder, and quite 
fitting to the occasion. You are to be greatly 
honored for having thought of such a plan.’’ 
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Enim bowed low, and drew back with an as- 
sumption of modesty. 

‘‘Anything to please Your Majesty—’’ he 
murmured. 

Rephaim frowned. He must do something 
to divert the King’s attention from his rival. 
Then he leaned forward suddenly. 

‘‘Has Your Majesty forgotten the two lovers 
in the cages?’’ he questioned, his eyes spar- 
kling. ‘‘We have been keeping them for this 
day, and perhaps it might amuse Your Majesty 
to watch them until the beginning of the 
Festival this evening.’’ 

‘‘Of. course!’? Nephilim exclaimed. ‘‘Let’s 
go there now. The afternoon has been tire- 
some.’’ He yawned and rose to his feet, lead- 
ing the way towards the cages, Enim and 
Rephaim behind him. 

As the three entered the long gallery they 
could see the girl behind the bars, clinging to 
them as though she dreaded lest she fall to the 
floor and be unable to rise again. Japheth, his 
head in his hands, squatted on the bottom of 
the enclosure despairingly. But the noise of 
the visitors caused the prisoners to raise their 
heads. Nephilim chuckled as he viewed the 
scene and sat down on the stone bench. 

As the signals were given the guards ad- 
mitted the procession of slaves, bearing the 
great platters of food. Slowly they passed by 
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the cages, allowing the scent and smoke to float 
about the room, The King watched the lovers 
closely, noting how they pressed against the 
bars, sniffing hungrily, how they forgot even to 
glance to each other, so eagerly did their eyes 
follow the steaming edibles that they so mis- 
erably desired. 

Once more the signal was given for the de- 
parture of the retinue, and then the solitary 
slave stood in the centre of the room. From the 
platter before him he selected a piece of meat 
and held it up. But the King shook his head. 
Then the slave raised a smaller piece of meat, 
then various kinds of fruit, and to all of these 
Nephilim made a sign of negation, watching 
the while the two people in the cages. At last 
the slave held up a small chunk of bread. The 
King’s eyes lighted, and he nodded. The slave 
placed the bread in the centre of the floor and, 
bearing his platter on his shoulder, departed. 

Then came the signal for the release, but this 
time it included only the two prisoners in the 
centre of the row of cages. The guards un- 
barred the doors and Miriam and Japheth 
rushed towards the food. The girl snatched at 
the bread, but at that moment Japheth grabbed 
it from her. She turned on him in a fury, reach- 
ing out as though to hit him. But Japheth 
raised his fist. The King roared with laughter, 
turning to Rephaim, nodding his head. 
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And then Japheth’s fist fell to his side and 
he looked at the girl with horror in his eyes. 

‘‘T’m sorry,’’ he muttered thickly. ‘‘I didn’t 
know what I was doing. I was so hungry. But 
T can stand it better than you can. You take 
it.’’ He held out the bread to Miriam, trying 
to smile. 

“T_T didn’t mean it either,’’ she replied, 
raising her wan, worn face to his. ‘‘But I can’t 
take it all.’? She took the bread from his hand 
and broke it in half. ‘‘It is yours as much as 
mine.’’ She handed him his piece and thrust 
the other into her mouth. 

The King frowned. ‘‘I thought you said 
this was a sure test!’’? He turned on Rephaim, 
anger in his eyes. ‘‘This isn’t even amusing. 
I see I must do my thinking for myself here- 
after.’’ 

Rephaim bowed, but he was silently cursing 
his ideas that had suggested this as an enter- 
tainment. Why couldn’t those two have be- 
haved like ordinary beings! He hoped that 
Nephilim would see that they were punished. 

‘‘Let him be taken to the mills,’’ the King 
was ordering the guard, pointing to Japheth. 
‘‘And she—she shall be the bride of the great 
god Jaghuth! But with the full ceremony of 
the arrow as prescribed by Jaghuth himself!?? 

Neither Miriam nor Japheth knew what was 
meant by the Ceremony of the Arrow, but they 
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both knew what the mills were—great wheels 
turned by dozens of slaves chained to the 
wooden poles that pushed round the big stone 
that crushed the grain. And it meant, too, the 
lashes of the slave driver’s whips, cutting bare 
backs raw and bleeding, until the slaves fell, 
never to rise again. And Miriam reached out 
and caught Japheth’s arm to steady herself. 

“€Oh, if only you had never come here after 
me,’’ she moaned. ‘‘The mills! I can’t stand 
to think of you at the mills. Oh, Great Jeho- 
vah! Is there to be no deliverance!’’ 

‘““There, now.’’ Japheth took the girl in his 
arms and tried weakly to comfort her. ‘‘You 
mustn’t worry about me—but if I could only be 
there to protect you tonight. If only the sign 
would come. I believe now that my father was 
right. There is too much wickedness in the 
world—I see it now. I didn’t know it before up 
there in the hills, but now st 

But rough hands were tearing them apart, 
forcing them from each other, bearing them 
backwards in opposite directions. Japheth 
stretched out his hands to Miriam. 

_ ‘Remember, whatever happens, I love you,’’ 
he tried to call out. ‘‘And somehow, I am not 
afraid.’’ 

The girl nodded her head in answer as the 
soldiers bore her through the doorway. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


Aix over the hills lay a strange silence, a 
silence so baffling, so mysterious, that it made 
everything seem to be settling into a huge 
vacuum where no life existed. Great circles 
swayed dizzily round and round the red sun, 
and yet seemed not to move at all. Colors were 
lost so that even the trees appeared black- 
purple in the unnatural light. No sunbeams 
danced in dazzling bewilderment; no cloud 
spread its white length across the sky; no 
streaks of evening’s tints glowed behind the 
fiery ball; even shadows were lost entirely as 
though their mere being could not linger in 
the boundless void. 

And then a sudden, light wind scattered the 
quiet. The tree tops trembled and shook them- 
selves. Birds fluttered overhead in tense, 
strained restlessness, following each other 
meaninglessly. The branches became alive with 
the whirring of their wings. Beneath them 
the woods started up in feverish activity. Ani- 
mals plunged through the thickets, worming 
their way around each other, heedless of any- 
thing about them. 
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The red fox leapt over logs, its brush stream- 
ing out behind it. Wolves sped silently across 
the wooded land. The wild dogs stretched their 
legs. A mammoth lioness stalked with head 
held high, trailed by two sleek cubs. <A rabbit 
hopped across a log, and then scuttled off. 
Lizards, beetles, scorpions, joined the crawling 
forces. Two elephants crashed through the 
thick growth, raising their trunks and trumpet- 
ing shrilly; monkeys dropped from the limbs 
of trees, settling themselves on the broad gray 
backs. 

From the fields came the doves, the black- 
birds, the tiny gray mice, the insects. Over the 
desert wastes ungainly camels and dromedaries 
swayed, their slender legs plowing deep in the 
sands. From the rocks came the ostriches and 
cassowaries, fleeing as though from some name- 
less terror. Sea gulls, pelicans, the albatross 
and the great auks moved inland, adding their 
numbers to the wing-filled air. 

Above the town on his hilltop Noah stood 
contemplating his completed work. The ark 
rested on its scaffolding, the great door open, 
as though ready to receive the oncoming occu- 
pants. And now from all directions they were 
arriving, creeping, crawling, walking up the 
boarded planks and disappearing within. 
Through the open window fluttered the birds, 
some settling themselves on the sill for a mo- 
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ment as though to send a farewell to the trees 
that had once harbored them. 

Within the ark Shem directed the movements 
of the large animals, herding them into the big 
stalls. Elephants, lions, tigers, camels, giraffes, 
cows, horses, bears, followed into their ap- 
pointed places, uncomplaining. Beside a run- 
way that led to a tier of cages ranged along a 
balcony above the stalls stood Ham. Up the 
runway and into the cages he was directing the 
dogs, the cats, foxes, badgers, racoons, pigs, 
goats—all the smaller quadrupeds. While onto 
a second tier he ordered the creeping, crawling 
things. And all about the birds perched them- 
selves on the sticks arranged for them. 

On the second deck of the ark the women 
worked busily, scarcely speaking, arranging 
the great earthenware containers filled with 
grain and fruit and seeds, sorting them and 
storing them in their proper places. 

The darkness of night came creeping on, 
filling the world with an intense blue—so 
intense as to be oppressive even in its beauty. 
Down in the town the torches flared, not even 
their flames wavering. The crowds in the 
streets had already begun their merry-making, 
and the noise of their cries and laughter seemed 
the only sounds that broke the stillness. They 
seethed about impatiently, anxious for the last 
rites of the Festival of Love to begin. 
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Within the Temple of Jaghuth the great Idol 
of Sin squatted on its haunches, looking out 
over the broad court. Its trappings gleamed 
eerily in the brilliant lights, brighter than ever 
before. But now, to its centre horn was tied 
the girl, Miriam. Her form was half buried 
beneath a weight of scintillating jewels and 
gaudy flowers almost overpowering in their 
sweetness. On either side of her, and decked 
like herself, was a girl. 

As the crowds surged forward, mad in their 
wine-fed gaiety, the eyes of the three girls 
turned upon them. To two of them it meant 
a sort of delirious happiness to be chosen from 
all the others to be the handmaidens of the 
Bride, and they carried their heads high, proud 
of their voluptuous beauty. They held out 
their arms, receiving the flowers heaped upon 
them by the worshipping throngs, and allow- 
ing them to fall about their bodies. But to 
Miriam it was an hour of horror and she tried 
to turn her head away to shield her from the 
sight. 

About the great hall through which the mobs 
poured, sat King Nephilim and his courtiers 
on a raised dais. With pleasure-gleaming eyes 
they watched the people paying tribute to 
Jaghuth; nodded approvingly as the noise and 
confusion waxed louder and louder. They 
looked upon the three girls bound to the horns 
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of the Idol of Sin, and they were grateful that 
at last a fitting Bride had been found, and that 
the Ceremony of the Arrow was to be per- 
formed. 

They watched with no little interest the altar 
that stood immediately in front of the great 
beast, a fire glowing on its marble top. Before 
it was Enim, and on either side of him a priest 
of the Temple of Jaghuth, enacting the twenty- 
seven variations of the gyrations so prescribed 
in the book of Vodom. 

‘‘T think that after all, this was the best 
idea.’’ King Nephilim turned to Rephaim who 
stood behind the throne chair, leaning forward 
to better view the ceremonies. 

‘‘T agree with Your Majesty,’’ the Counsellor 
returned, nodding his head. ‘‘It’s been a long 
time since we have used this ceremony.”’ 

‘* All too long, I’m afraid,’’ Nephilim agreed. 
‘‘T have a feeling that Jaghuth has been some- 
what angry—and of course you know what that 
means.’’” 

Rephaim nodded again, without speaking. 
He knew quite well that what the King meant 
actually was that the people demanded the 
ceremony. Like Nephilim he had no belief in 
the powers of the god, although there were 
times when strange things happened which the 
High Priest attributed to Jaghuth, but he 
rather thought that Enim, with that cool, eal- 
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culating brain of his, was able to invent some 
things, and smart enough to turn others to his 
means. 

‘‘That’s the only trouble about being a 
king,’? Nephilim was complaining in a low 
voice. ‘‘There are times when one must con- 
sider the people. In this case, though, I don’t 
mind so much, because you must admit that 
the seven days in the cages have considerably 
deteriorated the looks of the bride.”’ 

“‘Of course, Your Majesty,’’ Rephaim 
acceded. ‘‘But look, they’re almost ready.’’ 
He nodded towards the priests. 

Nephilim turned to the altar again. HEnim 
was slowly removing six arrows from a golden 
bowl offered him by one of the priests. Slowly, 
one by one, he dipped their tips into the great 
golden cauldron that hung by golden chains 
suspended from the high ceiling. Then he 
handed the arrows back again. The second 
priest took a tall bow from the side of the 
altar, and the three turned to the King, bowing. 

As the High Priest and his two satellites 
paraded solemnly to the foot of the dais where 
the King sat, the crowd fell back, hushed and 
silent. The three bowed. ‘Then the second 
priest handed Enim the bow. The first priest 
put into his hand the arrow. The High Priest 
fitted the weapon onto the thong of the bow. 
He turned to the King. 
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‘QO, Mighty Monarch, ruler of three worlds, 
chosen of the gods, all powerful, all gloryful, 
hail!’ 

‘‘O, Mighty Monarch, hail!”’ 

The answer came from the crowd. The three 
priests made deep obeisance. 

‘‘The brilliance of thy being is like unto the 
sun, spreading its ray as it turns in the heavens, 
bringing light and life out of darkness and 
chaos... the strength of thy right arm is 
like unto the swift-flowing river sweeping be- 
fore it all obstacles . . . the tenderness of thy 
left arm is like unto the gentle rain fertilizing 
the barren fields with its touch ... thy great 
limbs are like unto the twin columns of Epi- 
meces, God of Wisdom and Understand- 
mee <2? | 

Enim’s voice rolled on and on in the for- 
mal speech of the celebration. Nephilim sur- 
veyed the worshippers crowded together in the 
Temple, and he held his head high. But at last 
it was over, and the King raised his hand. 

‘‘Hail to Jaghuth, the life-giver!’’ Slowly 
he lowered his hand. 

Knim bowed once more and then lifted the 
bow and arrow, aiming it at the Idol of Sin. 
A great silence fell over the crowd. Every 
head moved toward the giant features of the 
huge dragon; every eye turned to the three 
girls bound to its horns. The King seized a 
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golden hammer. Three times he struck the 
gong at his side. With each resonant stroke 
a tremor ran over the throng. At the third 
ring the arrow flew from the bow straight to 
its mark. A slight scream escaped the lips of 
the girl to Miriam’s left, and then her limp 
body sagged, her head fell sidewise onto her 
shoulder. 

Wild, mad cries rose from every throat. 
Flowers filled the air. People danced up and 
down, rending their garments, striking at each 
other in the sheer joy of blood-lust. Once more 
the gong rang out, quelling the shrill cries of 
the people. Enim fitted a second arrow into 
the bow. Buta second, and it whistled through 
the air and then struck, shivering. The girl 
on Miriam’s right hand cried out and then was 
still. For the third time the gong sounded. 

With a start Miriam turned towards the 
King, her mute eyes full of terror and appeal. 
But Nephilim only smiled, a cruel smile of 
satiated revenge. She saw the High Priest 
fitting the third arrow into the bow. She raised 
her head. 

“‘T, who am about to die, warn you once 
more!’’? Her voice reverberated through the 
Temple. ‘‘By your wickedness you have 
brought down the wrath of the true God, and 
you are lost! Lost, I tell you! Lost!’’ 

What does she say . . . what does she mean? 
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The people turned questioningly to each other, 
glancing uneasily about. Was this a bad omen, 
they asked each other. And then one, more 
bold than the others, suddenly laughed. 

‘‘She’s scared!’’ he shrieked. ‘‘She’s scared! 
Now let Jaghuth take her, quick!’’ 

Miriam shook her head. ‘‘I’m not afraid of 
death! I’d rather die than live in this world 
of evil. I only warn you. Beware of the flood 
that comes to rid the world of sin!’’ 

The crowd fell back slightly, shifting un- 
easily again, scarcely knowing whether to be 
frightened or to laugh. But Nephilim, sensing 
the impression that the girl’s words were creat- 
ing in the minds of his subjects, jumped to his 
feet angrily. 

“Let the ceremony proceed,’’ he shouted, 
striking the gong again. 

Enim aimed the bow. The crowd waited in 
silent expectancy, straining against each other 
to obtain a better view of each move. The 
arrow plunged into the air. There came a loud 
roar, and then a breathless hush. The weapon 
had stopped suspended in mid-air, before the 
breast of the girl. Not a sound invaded the 
tense stillness. 

The King, his counsellor and the High Priest 
stared in amazement. Miriam looked at the 
arrow, scarcely able to realize that it had not 
penetrated her body. And yet, there it was, 
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not even trembling. She drew a deep breath 
and her gaze traveled over the heads of the 
people and on beyond the doors to the hills not 
even visible in the darkness. Yet she could 
feel their fresh green mantling her like a cloak, 
wrapping her in their security. 

But Nephilim was calling out and striking 
the gong violently, ordering a second shot to 
be tried. Hastily Enim fitted another arrow 
into the bow and let it fly. It stopped beside 
the first like a bird reaching its perch. With- 
out waiting for another signal the High Priest 
shot the third arrow. It rested beside the other 
two, forming an arc in the air. 

Now the crowd drew back in real earnest, 
frightened, almost turning to run. It was like 
a speechless mob—panic with no one to lead 
the way. 

Rephaim glanced over the heads of the wor- 
shippers, and he realized that something must 
be done and done quickly. He laid his hand 
on the King’s arm. 

<<Tt’s Enim’s magic,’’ he whispered. 

‘““What?’’ Nephilim turned to stare at his 
counsellor, a dazed expression on his face. 

“‘Tt’s Enim’s magic,’’ Rephaim repeated. 
‘‘He’s stopped the arrows because he’s trying 
to save the girl for himself. Don’t you see it?”’ 

‘“‘Tf T thought—’’ Nephilim began, frowning. 
Then his teeth shut with a little click and he 
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took a step forward as though to seize the High 
Priest. 

But Enim had heard Rephaim’s words, and 
with one leap he had jumped onto the dais. 
His hand dropped to the knife in his girdle. 
The counsellor, however, was already clutching 
the dagger he wore in his belt. The two faced 
each other, ready to spring at the slightest sign 
of movement on either side. And then Nephi- 
lim stepped between them, scowling ominously. 

‘‘Stop!’? he warned, his voice low and 
muffled. ‘‘Don’t you see that this crowd’s 
ready for anything now. We dare not fight 
amongst ourselves. They’ll be at our throats 
in two minutes if we——”’ 

His words were interrupted by a sudden ter- 
rific gust of wind that banged the Temple doors 
back and forth, shaking them as a eat shakes a 
mouse. It swept through the room, knocking 
over the heavy ornaments as though they were 
so much paper. In its wake came a battering 
ram of rain, pelting the throng, lashing them 
unmercifully, stinging their flesh. A mass of 
flying débris from the streets choked their 
nostrils and beat against them, flinging itself 
about like some living monster. . 

The lights in the Temple flared. Little flecks 
of flame flew through the air. Women shrieked; 
men fought desperately; a stampede for the 
door began. People knocked one another down, 
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trampling on each other, crying, shouting, try- 
ing to force themselves against the wind and 
rain that drove them back with tremendous 
impact. 

“It’s the deluge!’’ they screamed. ‘‘The 
flood has come! Where is Jaghuth now? Why 
doesn’t he protect us? It’s the flood the mad- 
man on the hills prophesied! Where is Jag- 
huth now?”’ 

““Cowards! Fools!’’ Nephilim rushed to 
the edge of the dais and stretched out his hand. 
His voice rose high over the shouts of the mob. 
““There is nothing to fear. There is no god 
mightier than Jaghuth, and no one of his 
chosen children more powerful than I! This 
is his sign—the sign of Jaghuth! He has ac- 
cepted our offering and in return sends us long- 
needed water that our land may grow and 
flourish!’’ 

For a moment the crowd stopped in its 
hurried flight, listening to the words of the 
King. For a moment it seemed as though the 
wind and rain had died down. And then a 
lurid flash of lightning rent the sky. The roof 
above them split asunder. Huge, pelting drops 
descended with renewed fury. A mass of débris 
showered them. Pillars wavered, devoid of 
support. 

Nephilim, Rephaim and Enim stared at each 
other uncertainly. And then with a sharp cry 
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the High Priest jumped from the dais and 
rushed headlong into the mob, fighting and 
pushing his way towards the doors. The 
crowd, seeing Enim fleeing the temple, turned 
panicky. It became a seething, terrified mass 
of humanity, fighting for self protection. 

Nephilim and Rephaim glanced up at the 
opened roof, and then they, too, turned and 
flung themselves into the mob, beating their 
way through the mounds of flesh, writhing and 
squirming towards the door. 

Only the great dragon remained unperturbed. 
It squatted there on its haunches, its red ruby 
eyes like the rheumy optics of an ancient hag, 
its wide green lips drawn back over long ivory 
fangs in a sneering grimace, its topaz tongue 
lolling idiotically. And on its horns, still 
bound, the Bride of Jaghuth and her two sac- 
rificed handmaidens. 


CHAPTER XIX 


THE great gale swept through the streets of 
the town, bending the trees low to the earth, 
snapping off branches and flinging them before 
its path. Bellowing thunder, raging like a 
wounded animal, followed clap after clap in 
the wake of golden zig-zags of lightning. Wild 
gusts of rain spread like broad silver canopies 
over the housetops, borne forward by the stiff 
blasts of wind. Long streaks of drops shot 
downward with the force of gunfire. 

Jostled this way and that by the wind and 
rain the fleeing crowd ran back and forth, seek- 
ing the safety of homes and covering. The 
highways seethed with people, escaping the 
mad, wild rush of the elements. A bolt of 
lightning fired the sky. A yawning chasm 
opened across the face of the earth. A great 
stream of water suddenly burst loose, spring- 
ing up out of the ground with the force of a 
thousand geysers. People were caught and 
swept away on the tide of the flood, striking out 
wildly, clutching at floating objects, only to be 
hurled round and round in a seething mael- 
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Within the deserted temple Miriam remained 
still bound to the horns of the Idol of Sin. All 
about her came the moans and struggles of 
those who had been pushed aside or trampled 
underfoot by the ones who had escaped. The 
rain had beaten out all the torches, and now 
only the small fire on the altar before the idol 
lighted up the room. As the flames rose and 
fell grotesquely shadows leapt up and down 
on the walls like a Dervish dancer. 

Sometimes, as the lightning flared across the 
dark sky, the girl almost felt that she could 
make out the outlines of the ark, resting on the 
top of the hill. It seemed, in her mind, to be 
standing there sturdily, unafraid, untouched 
by the raging storm, the only haven of refuge. 
And then her thoughts turned to Japheth, and 
she wondered whether the terror and fright 
had reached the mills and caused his release or 
death. 

But despite the drenching rain the slaves 
were still laboring at their task, turning the 
great stone wheel. The drivers’ whips fell 
about their shoulders, cutting and stinging 
even worse than before on their wet skins. 
Splashing through the mud and water, slipping 
and sliding, they moved fearing lest they fall 
in the mud to be trampled beneath the feet of 
their companions, lashed on by the overseers. 

In their midst, chained to one of the wooden 
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poles, moved Japheth. He saw the wind and 
the rain with a kind of gladness in his heart 
that could not be beaten out even by the smart 
scourgings of the whips. The deluge had come 
—and with it all the evil of the world would be 
wiped out. 

He paused for a moment, staring off towards 
the hills. 

“Tt is the flood!’’ he cried aloud. ‘‘It is the 
flood—the flood brought upon man by his 
wickedness! Now the vengeance of Jehovah 
is here!’’ 

But the lashes were upon his naked back, 
biting viciously into the flesh. The slaves were 
pushing against him, forcing him on, round 
and round, until the great wheel creaked and 
groaned with its labors. 

All through the hills and valleys the earth 
opened up, disgorging streams of water that 
gushed forth, carrying all on the face of the 
land with it. Eddying streams spread out in 
ever widening circles, enforced from below, and 
reinforced from above. Animals scrambled for 
refuge, only to be drawn back and swallowed 
up in the whirling pools. 

In the Throne Room of the Palace little 
groups of courtiers huddled together, trying to 
show a bravery they did not feel. Nephilim sat 
on his great couch, watching the dancing girls 
who attempted to go through their movements. 
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But they shivered at times, and glanced fur- 
tively towards the doors, as though anxious for 
release. 

‘‘Dance! Dance!’’? Nephilim called out, 
clapping his hands. ‘‘And bring more wine! 
There’s nothing to be afraid of. I am the 
chosen of Jaghuth, and Jaghuth will protect 
his children.’’ He drained a golden chalice and 
signalled to have it refilled. ‘‘I am the greatest 
King of all times—I am Nephilim! Dance! 
Drink!’’ 

The dancers broke into a more vigorous pas- 
sage. The wine-bearers hurried to fill the wait- 
ing cups. Rephaim and Enim, on either side of 
the King, simulated a sort of gaiety, but they, 
too, watched the doors for the first signs of 
water to creep up. 

Now the streets were already under water 
that lapped at the doorsteps of houses. Men, 
women and children huddled together in door- 
ways, watching, waiting. Dogs and eats 
struggled through the wet and sought the 
shelter of their homes. 

The flood surged knee-deep about the mill 
slaves, struggling under the lash. Suddenly 
the stone wheel began to sink, turning on its 
side. With a crash it broke, and with it the 
poles. Scrambling in the slime and mud, the 
slaves wrenched themselves free. The driver 
looked only once and then turned and ran. But 
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the men were already upon hin, beating him 
with their chains, stamping him down into the 
water. Loosing himself, Japheth turned to- 
wards the city, plowing through the clutch- 
ing ooze. 

As he neared the town he could see that the 
waters were rising higher and higher. People 
were already moving their stores and posses- 
sions to the second floors as the flood swept 
over the doorsills of the first. But some place 
in the town was Miriam, and Japheth forced 
his weakened body on and on, thrusting float- 
ing obstacles out of his way, pushing himself 
through the rushing streams. 

A bolt of lightning crashed against the side 
of the Temple of Jaghuth. The wall burst open 
and the floods and rain pouring in, swirling 
about the Idol of Sin. It seemed to rest, un- 
perturbed, for a moment, and then suddenly 
it toppled sidewise and fell. The head splint- 
ered in the crash, the horns unloosed them- 
selves. And Miriam, exerting all her strength, 
pulled away from the bonds that held her and 
staggered through the torrent and out the door. 

High and higher came the waters, lapping 
now at the windows of the second stories of 
houses. The people sought the rooftops, some 
carrying with them their household goods, 
their boxes of jewels, watching fearfully the 
never-ceasing rise of the encroaching water. 
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Within the palace the dance continued, but 
there was little spirit in it. The whirling 
figures tried to appear natural, to go through 
their routines with their accustomed grace and 
abandon. But the real feeling for their work 
was gone. They glanced fearfully at the King 
and again and again at the door, waiting— 
waiting—waiting, for what seemed inevitable. 

Nephilim, with all his bravado, was trying to 
forget—forget that without the storm raged, 
and that up on the hills a madman had built a 
Temple to his God against this very thing— 
had told of the flood to come that should wipe 
the wickedness from the world and cleanse it 
from the sins which he, the King, had fur- 
thered. Cup after cup of the red, red wine he 
drank, seeking a stupor that would blot out all 
that seemed to fill his mind with a terror un- 
forgettable. 

Making the same attempt, but with smaller 
success, Rephaim and Enim stood beside him. 
They must remain until the last stronghold of 
belief had been swept away. Remain, or else be 
termed the cowards that in their hearts they 
were. And so they, too, sought the waters of 
Lethe in the wine and the whirling figures of 
beauty, glancing from time to time anxiously 
at their monarch, hoping all the time for 
escape. 


And then, even as they danced and whirled 
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and put on their false faces of smiles and care- 
freeness, there came a little stream of water, 
seeping slowly into the room, trailing its length 
across the marble floor like some gigantic 
snake. Longer and longer it stretched, until 
the golden sandals of the King were dampened, 
and his royal purple robes were stained. 

With shrieks of terror the dancers fled, 
knowing neither where to go nor in which di- 
rection to turn. Only the feeling of activity 
gave them surcease and they ran this way and 
that in a panic of fear. Looking only once at 
the water that crept about his feet, King Nephi- 
lim turned to his High Priest and his Chief 
Counsellor, and then as though by common con- 
sent they looked up towards the roof and fled. 

As they deserted, and the courtiers saw them 
go, they, too, raced in mad panic for some 
place—any place that promised a kind of har- 
bor of temporary safety. To the housetops, 
into the streets, out into the terrifying night 
to be swallowed up in the flood and the earth 
that seemed to open in great cracks and let 
forth all the pent-up waters of the world. And 
as they rushed towards the door the very floor 
beneath the last stragglers gave way and they 
sank down, down into the last and ultimate 
goal of their lives. 

Leaping up the marble steps, Rephaim and 
Enim after him, Nephilim made his way, com- 
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ing out finally on the high roof of the palace. 
With a quick gesture the King closed the trap 
door behind him, barring it so that others 
might not follow. With a kind of sigh of re- 
lief he turned to his companions. 

‘‘Well, at least we’re safe here for the time 
being,’’ he breathed, panting from his unusual 
exertions, 

‘‘T scarcely think the flood will climb this 
high,’’ Enim assured him, trying to maintain 
his own courage. 

‘*‘T hope not,’’ Rephaim added. But inwardly 
he shivered at the thought. 

‘‘T wonder if this could have been brought 
about by our treatment of those people on the 
hills,’’ he speculated after a while. 

‘‘Nonsense! What have the people from the 
hills got to do with this flood,’? Nephilim 
blustered. ‘‘I think it’s only one of the big 
storms that come this time of year—only a 
little worse than usual.’’ 

But Rephaim was looking down over the city 
spread out before him. He could make out 
other figures on the housetops as the sweep of 
lightning flew through the sky. Below, all 
seemed to be a great, seething maelstrom 
wherein objects and people floated about or 
were swallowed up in the terrific force of the 
waters. 

Another streak of lightning showed him ani- 
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mals climbing about, seeking some sort of 
safety along the high city walls, or on the 
parapets. People were thrown into shrieking 
terror as wild beasts ran alongside them. But 
the beasts themselves never even turned about 
at the cries of fright. They only scrambled 
along, digging in their claws or pawing with 
their hoofs as the water came up along their 
sides. Higher and higher it came, the flood. 
Now it was beating against the very roofs of 
the houses, streaming over them like some 
terrible dragon, anxious to snatch the last 
places of refuge. 

And as Nephilim saw the sight he cried out, 
his arms raised to the sky. ‘‘O, Mighty Jag- 
huth! All powerful, all great! Show the 
strength that lies dormant in your great loins! 
Show the wisdom of your seven-horned head! 
Protect these, your children, from the waters 
that would encompass them. Let them live!”’ 

With a sudden rumbling the palace toppled 
and fell beneath his very feet, sucking the three 
men down and down into the mad, wild waters. 

A tiny log floated by, bobbing up and down 
on the crest of the waters. Nephilim, Enim and 
Rephaim struggled for a hold on its protective 
top. Pushing each other aside, fighting for the 
life they held so dear, the three sank, swallowed 
up by the pounding waters. 

Clinging to a bit of flotsam, Miriam struggled 
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on and on, the flood beating her, pushing her 
aside, forcing her against objects to be bruised 
and hurt. And still she stayed above the 
waters, clinging to the little safety she had 
found. She felt herself being borne on and 
on, she knew not where. Numb with shock and 
terror, hurtled this way and that, she clung on 
only in sheer desperation, knowing nothing 
else to do. 

Caught on a bush at the water’s edge, 
Japheth held to the tough roots, unable to swim 
against the terrible current that forced aside 
everything in its path. Then, as a bolt of light- 
ning shot through the heavens, he made out 
the form of the girl, sweeping along on the 
floating bit of timber. With a mighty effort 
he reached out his hand and caught the wood, 
pulling it towards him. 

‘‘Miriam!’’ he cried. ‘‘Miriam! You’re 
safe!’? He caught the girl in his arms, protect- 
ing her from the rushing stream. ‘‘It’s quieter 
here.’’ 

‘‘Oh, Japheth!’’ She could struggle no 
longer. Her body went limp in his arms. She 
clung about his neck. 

Exerting his last ounce of strength the man 
pulled himself and the girl up to the safety of 
the bank. Shaking her violently he at last 
brought her into a kind of consciousness, and 
she opened her eyes again. - 


NOAH’S ARK 261 


‘‘Oh, Japheth,’’ she moaned. ‘‘I must be 
dreaming. It isn’t true. Oh, you don’t know 
what I’ve been through. It’s too awful.’’? She 
shuddered, trembling in his arm. 

**But you’re all right now, my dearest one. 
Somehow I knew that we would not be lost. 
Somehow I felt that we were being cared for.’’ 

““But Japheth, how did you find me?’’ 

“*T didn’t, dearest. You were brought to me. 
The millstone broke, and the slaves ran. I 
could see the lights of the city and of the 
temple, and I tried to come to you. But I could 
not go through the waters. I was forced back- 
ward, until all I could do was to cling to a piece 
of bush on the high bank. And yet I knew all 
the time that you would come to me. It was so 
dark, and I watched all the things float by me. 
But I knew that you would be brought to me.”’ 

‘“‘And I—I knew that I would find you.’’ 
Miriam clung to him, cold and dripping, but 
with the feeling of being in a haven. ‘‘I was 
bound to the horns of Jaghuth—I was to be 
the bride of the monster through some terrible 
ceremony. Yet they could not kill me. And at 
last I was freed by the flood.’’ 

‘‘But we mustn’t stand here,’’ Japheth sud- 
denly remembered his surroundings. ‘‘We 
must get to safety as soon as possible. We 
must find the ark.’’ 

‘‘But where are we?’’ 
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Japheth looked about him, taking cognizance 
of his surroundings. Being the hillman that 
he was he knew every stick and stone of the 
countryside. 

“‘We’re halfway up a high hill that has a 
very shallow valley. On the hill opposite is 
the ark. I don’t know whether the valley is 
flooded yet, but we’ll have to try it. It’s our 
only refuge. We may have to swim across. 
You’re not afraid?’’ 

‘“‘T’m not afraid any more,’’ she said simply, 
and took his hand. 

‘‘T’ll have to carry you. It’s rough going 
through here.’’ 

‘“Oh, no, I can walk—at least I can try.’’ 

‘“‘Try it for a while, and if you get tired, just 
tell me.’’ 

Hand in hand they hurried off, picking their 
way over the rough stones, scratching them- 
selves on the wild briars. From where they 
were they could see a tiny speck of light, and 
they knew that it was the ark. And they 
watched anxiously for it to come nearer and 
nearer, knowing that when they reached it their 
troubles would be over. 

But the sharp stones cut the girl’s bare feet, 
and at last Japheth was forced to take her in 
his arms and hurry onward as best he could 
with his extra burden. 

Finally they could make out the dim outline 


NOAH’S ARK 263 


of their refuge each time the sharp streaks of 
lightning slashed the sky. 

‘‘We’re almost there,’’ Japheth breathed. 

““Yes, I can see it, now,’’ Miriam answered. 

Through the rain-soaked valley they went, 
and then began to climb the well-known path. 
Up and up, the rain beating against their faces, 
their bodies soaked and dripping. At last they 
reached the grove, and then, as they ap- 
proached, they saw that the light that they had 
followed was the open door of the ark. 

With one spurt of energy Japheth hastened 
forward and in another moment the two were 
clambering up to the top deck of the house- 
boat, and the door had slammed behind them. 

Noah and his family were crowding around 
them, wrapping them in dry garments, and 
questioning them about the flood as they had 
seen it. They gave them warm drinks and 
comforted them softly, breathing little prayers 
of thankfulness. 

‘<Tt was the will of Jehovah,’’ Noah nodded 
his head. ‘‘Now all is well. Sacrifices for safe 
deliverance of these two must be made.’’ 

He stirred up the fires burning on the altar, 
and led in a sacrificial lamb. Having per- 
formed the necessary rites, he placed the dead 
creature on the flames, and with their hands 
clasped, the little group gathered about the 
consecrated spot. 


CHAPTER XxX 


For forty days and forty nights the house- 
boat rested on the waters, pulled this way and 
that by the roving tides. No living thing ex- 
isted; no fresh green raised its head above the 
flooding waters. On all sides a barren waste- 
land of grimy blue-green stretched its length. 
The rain beat the ark as though it would never 
cease. It came monotonously, thrashing the 
waves, knocking against the heavy wooden out- 
line of the boat. 

And then one morning a strange silence 
enveloped the world. A silence so strange that 
it awakened the little family in the boat and 
they looked out the window to ascertain its 
cause. The rain had ceased. Now only the lav- 
ing waters could be heard, as when a ship, 
ploughing day after day through the sea, comes 
to anchor, and all that can be heard is the swish 
of water against its sides. 

But the flood even yet did not abate, or so it 
seemed. The vast stretches: of water were as 
great as ever. No green appeared. All was 
as it had been, save that the steady beat of rain 


had gone. No objects came to view on the top 
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of the water. It was as though everything had 
been swallowed up and rested quietly in the 
belly of a great monster. 

But now the sun shone once again, and the 
day was as the days before, light and bright, 
and when night came the stars appeared, and 
the moon, and reflected themselves in the great, 
liquid body. The wind blew, and troubled the 
waters, and set them to playing like a living 
thing, cooling and refreshing. And so it was 
for one hundred and ten days, for the flood 
lasted for one hundred and fifty days in all. 

Then Noah, believing that the time had come, 
took a dove from its cage and sent it out to 
search for signs of land. But the bird returned, 
tired and worn, and Noah knew that as yet no 
green had appeared above the top of the water. 
And the next day he did the same, and the dove 
returned as before. But on the third day the 
bird flew from the window and was gone for a 
long time—longer than ever before; and all the 
people in the ark were encouraged. 

Just at evening the bird fluttered back, 
weary, but in its mouth it bore an olive branch. 
Then Noah knew that the waters were abating, 
and that soon there would be more and more 
greenery appearing, and the waters would fall. 

At last one day there was a grinding, 
serunching noise, and the ark rested precari- 
ously for a moment and then righted itself. 
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Noah looked out of the window, and in the shal- 
low depths of the water could see land below. 
And so he brought forth another lamb, and he 
performed the necessary ceremonies, and he 
laid it on the altar, where it was swallowed up 
in the flames. And as he did thus and so as was 
prescribed, a strange light seeped through the 
windows. And there in the sky was a myriad 
colored bow that arched itself from one end 
of the heavens to the other. He stood before 
the altar and reached up his arms to the sky. 

‘‘And as God purged the world in those 
ancient days, so now he purges it again.’’ The 
little priest was standing with his arms out- 
stretched, repeating the words. 

‘‘Oh, Padre! Padre!’’ With a gasp Marie 
shrieked and fell back again amidst the débris 
about the steps of the stone church. 

‘“Yes, yes, my child.’? The priest was bend- 
ing over her, rubbing her wrists and her head. 

“But, father, where am I? What’s hap- 
pened?’’ She looked about her, dazed, trying 
to open her eyes, and then closing them again, 
shuddering. 

‘‘There has been a bad raid,’’ the priest was 
telling her. ‘‘You were caught in the débris, 
and we could not get you out. But help will be 
here soon. Does it hurt much?”’ 

He was trying to push away the heavy stones 


NOAB’S ARK 267 


that embedded the girl, making her unable to 
move, 

‘‘No, I feel comfortable enough,”’ she sighed. 
“‘But, Padre, I have had a dream—such a 
strange dream. I was dreaming all about the 
great flood, and Noah and the ark. It was so 
real. I was actually living back in those 
times.”’ 

““You were delirious,’’ the little priest told 
her. ‘*We have been caught in the cellar here, 
and we could do nothing for you. You talked a 
great deal. But your dream must have come 
because I had been reading to you from Gene- 
sis. And then the bombs came, and all the 
lights went out, and part of the church has 
crumbled and fallen in.’’ 

““Yes, that’s it. The last I remember you 
were reading, and IJ could hear your voice going 
on and on,’’ Marie explained. ‘‘I thought it 
seemed as though you were Noah. And you 
were trying to make people understand that if 
they were not better the great deluge would 
come. Oh, you tried so hard to tell them, and 
they wouldn’t listen to you.”’ 

‘And so I do, my child, so I do. But you 
mustn’t try to talk now.’’ 

“Oh, I’m all right, now, and I must tell you 
about the dream. But it seems so funny. The 
Russian—Ivan—he was a great, cruel king who 
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believed only in power. And the Frenchman, 
Armand, was his adviser, and Enim— Oh, I 
forgot, you do not know these names I was 
dreaming. It was the German, Emil, and he 
was the High Priest. And they were having me 
sacrificed to the Idol of Sin.’’ 

‘‘There, there, now try to rest a little until 
help comes.’’ The priest soothed her gently. 

‘‘But it was so strange—I can’t get over it,”’ 
the girl went on. ‘‘One of Noah’s sons was the 
little man, Al, the friend of—of Japheth—of my 
friend, Jim Travis.’’ Her voice broke as she 
pronounced the name, and the tears ran down 
her cheeks. 

‘‘You mustn’t ery, now,’’ the priest told her. 
‘‘Kverything will turn out all right. See, the 
sun has come out, and I have heard no more 
noise.’? He pointed up towards the sky, now 
visible through the great rent in the roof of 
the building. 

Marie looked up. Through the aperture the 
sun was streaming, just as if it had been in her 
dream. There was a great silence all about. 
And then the shadow of the cross on the steeple 
fell over the shoulders of the priest. To the 
other occupants of the room it seemed almost 
like a sign, and they turned, startled, scarcely 
realizing what had happened. 

Then from the opening above came a long 
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rope ladder and faces appeared over the rough 
projections, 

‘*You need some help down there,’’ they 
called. ‘‘See if you can get up on this.’’ 

_ Emil, Armand and Ivan looked, with Marie 
and the priest, at the ladder. Then they saw 

the familiar insignia of the Red Cross on the 

sleeves of the arms that beckoned them. 

‘“Yes, we can get up,’’ the priest returned. 

He called to the three men to help him with 
the girl. Shamefacedly they came forward and 
began to dig away the stones that pinned her 
down. As though the words of the priest that 
had comforted them during that long vigil 
when they were face to face with certain death, 
coupled with the words of the girl which they 
could not help overhearing, had impressed 
them, each worked to do the utmost in his 
power, vying with the other. 

At last the stones were cleared away, and 
the five people turned towards the ladder. But 
now there was no fighting for safety—no self- 
ishness shown. The four men stepped back and 
cleared the way for Marie. Helping her as best 
they could, they pushed her upward, rung by 
rung, to the relief that lay above. Then, as they 
saw her being drawn by kindly hands into the 
light, the three soldiers stepped back and 
helped the priest, And finally, pulling and 
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pushing at each other, they brought themselves 
onto the main floor of the wrecked church. 

“I’m all right now.’’ Marie took a deep 
breath of the fresh air and smiled, a little 
weakly, a little wanly, at the priest. ‘‘It was 
only the shock.”’ 

‘Then, if you are all right, these men need 
attention.’? He pointed to the maimed and 
wounded that lay upon the main floor, some of 
them cruelly caught beneath the stones that had 
fallen upon them. 

With alacrity the Red Cross band set to 
work, freeing the men, bandaging them, at- 
tending to their wounds and their wants. 

‘‘T_T’d like to help, Padre,’’ Marie began 
timidly. ‘‘That is—if they will allow me.’’ 

‘“‘Of course, you may help,’’ the little man 
agreed. And he set the girl to work carrying 
the basins of water and the bandages necessary. 

All through the long morning they toiled, 
bringing help and comfort to those who had 
lasted through the awful night. As noon wore 
on and the sun broke the coldness of the chill, 
November air, there came the sound of a bell 
from far off. Louder and louder it pealed, and 
then other bells took up its chorus. Until at 
last it seemed the world had gone suddenly 
quite mad. 

Each looked at the other, not knowing what 
could have happened. The most they could 
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expect was that some victory had been gained. 
And their faces lighted up with hope and joy. 

And then as noon came on a cloud of dust 
appeared far down the little road that led 
through the village. The sound of marching 
feet was carried faintly on the still air. A 
tremor ran over the group. Could this be the 
advance of the enemy. And yet, if it was so, 
why did the bells ring. A sickness crept 
through every heart. Perhaps the bells had 
rung because of an enemy victory. Paris, the 
objective, might have been gained. 

But as the cloud of dust appeared nearer and 
nearer, English speaking voices rang out. And 
the voices were full of hope and courage and a 
tremendous happiness. 

The cloud of dust approached, and behind it 
straggled footsore, weary men whose faces 
shone through the dirt and the grime with a 
great light. 

‘“‘The war’s over!’’ they shrieked. ‘‘The 
war’s over! The armistice is signed! The 
war’s over!’’ 

A cheer broke from the lips of the wounded 
men in the church. The Red Cross workers 
ran to the highway. With them Marie and the 
priest hurried, hand in hand. Wild shouts 
filled the air. Laughter and singing rose with 
deafening roar. The roadway crowded with 
people, dancing and crying out. 
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Tramp...tramp... tramp... the feet went 
on and on, but somehow, now, there was an ex- 
hilarating buoyancy to even the most weary 
sound. It didn’t matter—nothing mattered. 
The war was over. No more boomings through 
the night, striking terror to the soul. The war 
was over! The great deluge had come and 
gone, and now peace, gentle and soothing, 
settled over the land. True, it would mean the 
beginning of a new life for many . . . it would 
mean that out there thousands of crosses would 
raise their heads above the poppies. But it 
was finished. 

Strange, no one stopped to ask the outcome 
—no one questioned on which head Victory had 
laid her wreath. One thing, and one thing only 
could happen. And the joyous faces of these 
men told the story. The war was over! 

As they filed along, row after row, Marie 
watched them, her face smiling. Gone was the 
worn, drawn look; gone the trouble that lurked 
in her eyes. Her countenance shone with an 
unusual radiance. 

‘‘And now we will be happy, father.’’ She 
turned to the priest beside her. ‘‘So happy! 
And there will be nothing but love and peace 
in the world.’’ 

The priest smiled, but his look was thought- 
ful—even tinged with a kind of sadness. 

‘*Hivil dies, and the good triumphs,’’ he said 
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slowly. ‘‘That is true. But this is only the be- 
ginning. Nothing can be accomplished in a 
day—or a year—a century, or even an age. 
And yet,’’ he smiled now, sadly but with a sort 
of comfort, ‘‘this deluge of blood, like the one 
of old, is a milestone on the road to mankind’s 
goal. It will not be reached in our day, this 
goal, but in time there will come into the world 
a great faith—and a brotherly love——”’ 

His words were interrupted by the girl at 
his side. She had cried out suddenly, and then 
begun waving frantically. She ran from him, 
catching a khaki-clad arm. 

‘‘Jim!’? she cried. ‘‘Jim!’? And her voice 
broke. 

‘“Marie!’’ The American soldier stopped, 
the toes of his companions behind him treading 
on his heels. ‘‘Marie!’’ He jumped out of 
line, throwing his gun strap over his shoulder 
and held out his arms. 

The troops went on. An officer frowned as 
he noticed one of his men breaking the line, 
and then as he saw what was happening, he 
shrugged his shoulders, and a kind of tender 
smile played over his features. For the two 
were standing clasped in each other’s arms, 
oblivious to anything about them. 

‘‘My dear, my dear, how did you get here,”’ 
was all Travis could manage to say. 

‘“‘T tell you another time,’’ Marie looked up 
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into his eyes and smiled. ‘‘But you do not 
break the line. Come. I walk with you.’’ 

Drawing him by the sleeve, the two ran and 
caught up with Travis’ section. He fell back 
into place, the girl clinging to his arm, trying 
to keep step with his long stride. 

‘‘T have look and look and look every place 
for you,’’ she told him, breathless with excite- 
ment. ‘‘And you do not come.”’ 

‘¢And I’ve looked all over France for you,”’ 
Travis returned. ‘‘That is, every place we 
were stationed. I didn’t have a chance to go 
many places. We were on the firing line most 
of the time.’’ 

‘And you might be killed,’’ Marie shivered. 
‘“‘But you are not! You are not!’’ She felt his 
sleeve and arm as though to make herself 
realize and believe that it was flesh and bone. 
‘Oh, I am so happy—so happy.’’ 

. And soam I.’’ Travis’ arm was about her 
waist and they talked as they walked along. 

The tread of marching feet was all around 
them. Trees and houses went past, but they 
did not see them. 

‘‘But you do not leave me any more, now,”’ 
the girl pleaded. ‘‘Oh, Jim, I love you.”’ 

‘*You’re darned tootin’ I don’t leave you any 
more,’’ Travis returned quickly. ‘‘Marie, I’ve 
got to apologize for one thing, though, and that 
was leaving you the way I did that—that last 
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time.’? If red could have come through the 
bronzed skin, it would have flamed brilliantly 
in his face. ‘‘I didn’t realize until after I had 
gone what I’d done. But I knew then——”’ 

‘You must not speak of that any more.’’ 
Marie put her hand over his mouth. 

**Yes, but I feel as though I’ve got to talk 
about it. Say, do you know that morning, just 
after I’d closed the door, I wanted to go back. 
And then Al pulled me along and reminded me 
that we’d miss the boat, and if we missed that 
we’d be sunk. And I went.’’ 

‘“Where is Al?’’ 

Travis’ face turned away, and he swallowed 
hard. ‘‘ ‘Gone West,’ ’’ he announced briefly. 

‘“‘Oh, I am very, very sorry.’’ Marie was 
silent for a little while, realizing that the man 
did not want to talk about his friend who had 
been so close to him through those weary days 
of fighting. 

‘‘But now we’ve found each other,’’ Travis 
spoke at last more cheerfully, ‘‘we’re not going 
to leave each other again. That is, if you’ve 
forgotten the rotten trick I played—that is, if 
you—’”’ he stammered, scarcely knowing how 
to proceed. 

‘‘Oh, mon cheri!’’ She shook his arm. ‘‘I 
have learn many, many things since I see you. 
I have wait and wait, and then I come to this 
little town. I find my father and he—he die. 
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And then I come here. For why? For because 
the men from the front came to this town. And 
always I wait and look for you.”’ 

‘‘My dearest.’? Travis drew the girl closer 
to him. ‘‘I can only say I’m sorry, now, but 
I’ll make everything up to you, I promise.’’ 

‘“There is nothing to—to—how you say? 
Make up. I love you, and I have find you. The 
little Padre—you know the little Padre who 
travel with us the night when there is the 
wreck? He have the station for the hurt men 
here. He find me, and he have teach me many, 
many things. It is no matter any more. I 
love you.’’ 

‘‘And I love you. See, I’ve kept your pic- 
ture all this time, and every time I’d get into a 
town I’d look for you.’’ He drew the soiled, 
worn photograph out of his hat. 

The girl laughed happily. ‘‘Ah, Jim, Jim.’? 

‘‘And now—now I’ve found you.’’ Regard- 
less of the others, regardless of his command- 
ing officer, Travis stepped out of the ranks and 
took the girl in his arms. 

“‘T think I’ve always loved you,’’ he said 
softly, ‘‘and I guess I always will—even to the 
end of time.’’ 

Marching feet went tramping past. Tramp 
... tramp... tramp. But there was a sort 
of gladness in the sound—a promise of all that 
was to come, 
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CAPPY RICKS RETIRES 


Cappy retires, but the romance of the sea and business, keep 
calling him back, and he comes back strong. 


THE PRIDE OF PALOMAR 


When two strong men clash and the under-dog has Irish blood 
in his veins—there’s a tale that Kyne can tell. 


KINDRED OF THE DUST 


Donald McKay, son of Hector McKay, millionaire lumber Ring, 
falls in love with “ Nan of the sawdust pile.” 


THE VALLEY OF THE GIANTS 

The fight of the Cardigans, father and son, to hold the Valley 
of the Giants against treachery. 
CAPPY_ RICKS 


Cappy Ricks gave Matt Peasley the acid test because he knew 
it was good for his soul. 


WEBSTER? MAN'S MAN 


A man and a woman hailing from the “States,” met with a 
revolution while in Central America. Adventures came so thick 
and fast that their love affair had to wait for a lull in the game, 


CAPTAIN SCRAGGS 


This sea yarn recounts the adventures of three rapscallion sea- 
faring men. 


THE LONG CHANCE 


Harley P. Hennage is a gambler, the best and worst man of San 
Pasqual and there is the lovely Donna. 
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MARGARET PEDLER’S NOVELS: 


May be had wherever books are sold. Ask for Grosset & Duniap's list. 


TO-MORROW’S TANGLE 


The game of love is fraught with danger. To win in the finest sense, it 
must be played fairly. 


RED ASHES 


A gripping story of a doctor who failed in a crucial operation---and had 
only himself to blame. Could the woman he loved forgive him? 


THE BARBARIAN LOVER 


A love story based on the creed that the only important things between 
birth and death are the courage to face life and the love to sweeten it, 


THE MOON OUT OF REACH 


Nan Davenant’s problem is one that many a girl has faced---her own 
happiness or her father’s bond. 


THE HOUSE OF DREAMS-COME-TRUE 

How a man and a woman fulfilled a Gypsy’s strange prophecy. 
THE HERMIT OF FAR END 

How love made its way into a walled-in house and a walled-in heart. 
THE LAMP OF FATE 

The story of a woman who tried to take all and give nothing. 
THE SPLENDID FOLLY 


Do you believe that husbands and wives should have no secrets from 
each other ? 


THE VISION OF DESIRE 


An absorbing romance written with all that sense of feminine tenderness 
that has given the novels of Margaret Pedler their universal appeal. 


WAVES OF DESTINY . 


Each of these stories has the sharp impact of an emotional crisis---the 
compressed quality of one of Margaret Pedler’s widely popular novels. 
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THE NOVELS OF TEMPLE BAILEY 


May be had wherever books are sold. Ask for Grosset & Duniap’s list. 


THE BLUE WINDOW 


The heroine, Hildegarde, finds herself transplanted from the middle 
western farm to the gay social whirl of the East. She is almost swept off 
her feet, but in the end she proves true blue. 


PEACOCK FEATHERS 
The eternal conflict between wealth and love. Jerry, the idealist who 
is poor, loves Mimi, a beautiful, spoiled society girl. : 


THE DIM LANTERN 


The romance of little Jane Barnes who is loved by two men. 


THE GAY COCKADE 
Unusual short stories where Miss Bailey shows her keen knowledge of 


character and environment, and how romance comes to different people. 


THE TRUMPETER SWAN 


Randy Paine comes back from France to the monotony of every-day 
affairs. But the girl he loves shows him the beauty in the common place. 


THE TIN SOLDIER 

A man who wishes to serve his country, but is bound by a tie he can- 
not in honor break—that’s Derry. A girl who loves him, shares his hu- 
miliation and helps him to win—that’s Jean. Their love is the story. 
MISTRESS ANNE 


A girl in Maryland teaches school, and believes that work is worthy 
service. Two men come to the little community; one is weak, the other 
strong, and both need Anne. 

CONTRARY MARY 


An old-fashioned love story that is nevertheless modern. 
GLORY OF YOUTH 


A novel that deals with a question, old and yet ever new—how far 
should an engagement of marriage bind two persons who discover they no 
longer love. 
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THE NOVELS OF ELENORE MEHERIN 


May be had wherever books are sold. Ask for Grosset & Duniap’s list. 


During the last year or two, millions of readers 
have become acquainted with the romantic charm of 
Elenore Meherin’s stories through their appearance in 
serial form in the daily papers. Because of the insis- 
tent demand of the many readers who began these 
romances as serials for the complete novels we have 
issued them all in the handsome Grosset & Dunlap 
Popular Edition. 


NORA LEE 


The story of a girl to whom love is the most wonderful thing 
in the world and faith to the One Man sweeter than fun with 
many-—then she was plunged into the jazzy household of the 
Pauls where she begins to experiment with life. 


SANDY 


The story of a girl who defied life’s conventions in her search 
for thrills. With flapper conceit she took everything and gave 
nothing. Her own happiness was her only goal, but in seeking it 
she lost herself. 


THE ROAD TO LOVE 


There is perhaps no author of today who has such a warm 
understanding of the heart of the modern young girl who must 
earn her own living and thread her way through the temptations 
which beset her path on all sides, This new novel will be wel- 
comed by the many ‘“‘Chickie”’ admirers. 


CHICKIE 


“Chickie” takes a pretty American girl, a stenographer, just 
like millions of her kind, and tells the story of her love experi- 
ences with two men-—one a millionaire rounder, the other a poor 
but honest youth. 


CHICKIE: A SEQUEL 
Should a young girl who, in the flaming days of first love, 


made a desperate mistake, allow the spectre of the past to rob 
her of her new-found happiness? 
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